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MISS ANDERSON’S STATEMENT 
When I arrived at the Kaufmann & Fabry Studio my 
hair was straight as you may see in the picture above. 
I had very little faith in any of the so-called hair- 
wavers and expected I would have to visit my hair- 
dresser before keeping my other posing appointments in 
the afternoon. To my delight, as you will see from the 
center photograph, it was not necessary My hair was 
perfectly waved I have proved to my own satisfaction, 
that Maison Marcellers will save time, money and the 
bother of waiting to have one’s hair marcelled. They 
can be worn any time which means that you may be 
joing useful work while the hair is being waved 
(Signed) Miss Evelyn Anderson 


NOTICE TO READERS 
A Chicago representative of this magazine 
and representatives of over (00 other pub- 
lishers witnessed a successful and satisfac- 
tory demonstration of these wavers. 


KAUFMANN & FABRY CO 
Maison de Beavte, Commercial Photographers 
Chicago, Illinois 

I, Edward J. Cook, hereby certify that these are ac- 
tual photographs taken by me while Miss Evelyn Ander- 
son’s hair was marcelled with Maison Marcellers. The 
one at the left shows Miss Anderson’s hair as she en- 
tered my studio. That at the right shows the Maison 
Marcellers in place. The center photograph shows Miss 
Anderson’s hair as it appeared 30 minutes later. 

Signed, Edward J. Cook. 
Subscribed and sworn to before me 
this 24th day of March, 1926 
Emma W. Stolzenhach, 
Notary Public 


Yours The Loveliest 
Marcel Imaginable 


Just 30 minutes—once a week—-at home 


BE FREE—free from slavery to your hair, from the tyranny of the hot 
iron, the expense of the beauty shop, the inconvenient ‘‘appointments”’ 


Of course you're weary of your unceasing 
slavery to your hair. fou are sick of the 
endless round of beauty shop appointments, 
the indifferent operators, the difficulty of ap- 
ointments, the disastrous results of hot 
rons, the tedious process of the “permanent,” 
the bother of water waves, the constant ex- 
pense 

But, more than ever, you know how im- 
perative it is to keep looking your best. “If 
other women can take the time and trouble, 
if they can afford the money, to keep their 
hair constantly waved, then I must, too.” 
And you go the weary round again 


End—TODAY—the expensive, time- 
consuming, hair-ruining, ‘‘beauty 
shop”’ habit 


Don't be a slave to hair care a minute 
longer. It isn’t necessary. You can be im- 
mediately and permanently free from all the 
nuisance of hot tron marcels, “permanents” 
and water waves. But that doesn't mean 
that you must let your hair go, that you 
are doomed to straight, straggly, unkempt 
locks. Far from it! 


A More Beautiful Marcel Than You 
Have Ever Known 


You can have the most gloriously waved 
hair you have ever had—a coiffure of smooth, 
loose, becoming waves framing your face, 
showing off your hair in all the beauty of its 
natural lustre, giving new grace to your 
shapely head. Just 30 minutes with the Maison 
Marcellera once a week—at home—givea you 
marcel of unbelievable loveliness. 

Think what an untold convenience it will 
be——never to have to step outside your home 
again for a wave—never to bother with ap- 
pointments—-never again to experience the 
disastrous effect of the hot iron. 


A $1.50 Marcel Saved Every Time You 
Use Them 


You know how appallingly your waving 
expense mounts up—particularly in summer. 
Often the waves on which you have spent a 
dollar or more is gone before you reach home. 
Or a few minutes in a hot, steamy kitchen 
ruins it Frequently you are forced to forego 
a dip in the lake, or other sport, for fear you 
will spoil an expensive new marcel 

The Maison Marcellers save all this expense 


and worry Just the price of a marcel or 
two, and you are free forever from further 
expense In no time at all, you have saved 


the price of a new hat, in but little more 
time, you can afford the little frock you want 


—paid for out of the money saved by the 
Maison Marcellers. 


Be the Envy of All Your Friends 


Think how your friends will envy you your 
constant good grooming! Think what a repu- 
tation you will earn for unfailing smartness, 
with hair never straggly and unkempt, but 
always in the loveliest of soft, becoming 
waves! 

Now you can do what you a. when 
you please—and have beautifully marcelled 
ae week In and week out. What does it 
matter if a hot game of tennis straggles your 
locks? Thirty minutes with the Maison Mar- 
cellers—just the time it takes you to bathe 
and change into fresh clothes—restores your 
hair's glorious wave. 

What if your morning is spent in heating 
housework? By the time you have <7 
into your crisp afternoon frock your hair, 
thanks to your Maison Marcellers, will look 
as if you had just been waved by the finest 
operator in town. 

What if you do have a last-minute invita- 
tion, just as you are washing your hair? By 
the time it’s dry, the Maison Marcellers, 
slipped on in a jiffy, will have formed every 
strand into deep, indulating waves, smoother 
and more perfect than it is possible to attain 
by ruinous hot irons. 


It Waves While You Dress 


All you do ts slip the Maison Marcellers 
on slightly dampened locks—and while you 
dress, your hair is waving. At the end of 
thirty minutes you slip the Maison Marcellers 
off—and your hair lies in a wave as utterly 
charming as the one pictured above. Does it 
sound too good to be true? Let your mirror 
decide. It will prove the almost unbelievable 
wonder of the Maison Marceller results. 


Bring Back Your Hair’s Natural Beauty 


No matter how ruined your hair has been by previous 
waving methods, your Maison Marcellers give it a chance 
to regain its own soft, silky lustre. It’s amazing how 
quickly you will find it recovering from the harmful 
results of its mistreatment As you know, every time you 
have your hair waved by a hot iron, each tiny, fragile 
hollow tube of hair is bent and twisted first in one direc- 
tion and then another. This constant bending back and 
forth soon breaks the hair off, leaving you with brittle, 
uneven-length hair 

Once you are freed from the tyranny of hot irons that 
burn, break and discolor the hair and dry the scalp, the 
hot blast of water-wave ‘‘setting,"’ that makes the hair 
so dry and brittle, or other waving method that takes 
out all the life and lustre and makes the hair harsh and 
kinky, your hair begins to return to health and vigor. 
Six months of the Maison Marcellers, and you won't know 
your hair, so thick, even and lustrous will it have become. 


Ideal for Any Type of Hair—Any 
Arrangement 
It doesn’t matter how you wear your hair, in a shingle 


bob, Ina Claire, horseshoe wave or pompadour, center or 
side part, the Maison Marcellers give it the correct line 


for that style 


And it doesn’t matter whether your hair 


is soft and fluffy, coarse and straight. long or short—you 
will have a wave that is utterly lovely 


with the Maison Marcellers 


It is the simplest thing imaginable to marcel] your hair 
Just slip them on, catch the 


locks in place, and slip them off again at the end of 


thirty minutes 


Anyone can do it fou can marcel your 


whole head, or you can simply reset the difficult side 


locks or a few unruly strands in the back 
with the Maison Marcellers on, if you want 


You can sleep 
They are 


made of soft rubber, light and flexible, scientifically de- 
signed. 


A Wonderful Offer—For a Limited Time 


We know that the quickest, surest way to give this 


revolutionary new invention complete supremacy over all 
other waving methods is to place it in the hands of women 


who wil) use it 


Their enthusiastic endorsement will give 


Maison Marcellers countrywide popularity To safeguard 


r 


marcel fashion chart, for only 


neg sy who order now we guarantee to honor all orders 
om this advertisement at price shown. A complete set 


96, plus a few ce 


ice that scarcely covers the cost of making, 


postage—a pri 
Backing and advertising. 
Send No Money—Just Mail the Coupon 


Even at this special price, you need not risk a penny. 


Just sign and mail the coupon. In a few days, when the 
postman brings your outfit, just deposit $2.98 with him 


(plus a few cents’ postage) 


And when you put in your 


first marcel, you'll say it was the best purchase you ever 
made in your life, for your hair waving troubles are 
ended Every time you use this outfit you'll get better 
and better results and you'll never have to spend your 


good time and money for marcels again 


After you have 


tried this marvelous new marceling outfit for 5 days, if 


you are not delighted with results 


if it doesn’t give you 


the most beautiful marcel you ever had and improve 


your hair in every way 


simply return the outfit to us and 


your money will be refunded quickly and cheerfully But 


don't put it off 


Be among the first to take advantage of 


this special introductory offer Fill in and mail the 
coupon today! 


MAISON De BEAUTE 


124 W. Illinois St., Chicago, II. 


r 


- COUPON 
Maison de Beaute, 

124 W. Iilinois St., Dept. 100, Chicago, Iilinols. 
Gentlemen: Please send me your newly invented mar- 
celling outfit, including Maison Marcellers, Marcel 
Style Chart, and complete directions which I agree to 
follow I agree to deposit $2.98 (plus postage) with 
the postman when he makes delivery If the marcel- 
lers do not put a well defined wave in my hair I will 
return the outfit within 5 days and you are to refund 
the purchase price without argument or delay. 


Address 


NOTE: If you expect to be out when the postman 
comes, enclose $3.10 with your order and the 
Marcelling Outfit will be sent postpaid. 
a 
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There is no mystery about 
the subject of feminine hygiene 


... the facts are perfectly plain 
concerning poisonous antiseptics 


TUDENT nurses quickly learn to 

look at facts in a frank, scientific 
way. The first thing is to understand; 
once the truth about a subject is 
known, what to do about it becomes 
much clearer and easier. 
Feminine hygiene, like all other 
branches of hygiene, has in the last 
few years become a matter of course 
in the eyes of physicians, nurses and 
most women of enlightened families. 
The sole drawback has been the fact 
that the only genuine antiseptic- 
germicides available for 
the purpose are prepara- 
tions which are caustic 
and poisonous. 


important 
statements 


and deadening of the delicate mem- 
branes and even to a subsequent area 
of scar-tissue. Second, there is the 
dangerof accidental poisoning, especially 
with little children in the house. 


Zonite, extremely powerful 
—and no danger 


Imagine, then, the relief among the 
well-informed when the discovery of 
Zonite was announced. Zonite is by 
all odds the most remarkable anti- 
septic-germicide ever developed. 
Though a deadly enemy 
to disease-germs, it is 
harmless to human be- 
ings. 


Don’t risk it 
There is a double danger 
in the use of carbolic acid 
compounds. First, there 
is the danger to the 
woman. who uses them, 
because the caustic na- 
cure of these compounds 
leads in many cases to a hardening 


Zonite 
is not a 


poison 
Zonite 
does kill 


germs 


Dental surgeons are rec- 
ommending Zonite 
widely for use in the 
mouth and are so using 
it in their own families. 
Think of a powerful ger- 
micide that can actually 
be held in the mouth in 
a pure, undiluted state. 


And Zonite is powerful. To compare 


ZONITE PRODUCTS COMPANY 
250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


Use Zonite Ointment for 
burns, scratches, sunburn, 
etc. Also as a powerful 
deodorant in the form of a 
vanishing cream. 


At all drugstores 


In bottles 
25c, 50c and $1 
Full directions in every package “ 


it with another non-poisonous anti- 
septic, Zonite is more than forty 
times as effective as, for instance, 
peroxide of hydrogen. To compare it 
with a poisonous germicide, Zonite is 
far more powerful than any dilution 
of carbolic acid that can be applied 
safely to human tissue. 


No wonder, then, that both physi- 
cians and women everywhere have 
welcomed Zonite as the solution of 
the problem of feminine hygiene. 


Full information in this 
new booklet—free 


In a few small pages our Women’s 
Division has collected probably the 
most complete information obtain- 
able anywhere on the subject of femi- 
nine hygiene. Be sure to send for a 
copy today of the NEW edition. If 
you want one for a 
friend, send for two. 
Use the coupon 
below. 


ZONITE 

PRODUCTS 

COMPANY 

250 Park Avenue, 

SY New York, N. Y. 

A Please send me free copy of the 
Zonite booklet or booklets checked 

below 

[_] Feminine Hygiene 

[_] Use of Antiseptics in the Home 


<i Please print mame 

Address ase 
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The Best True-Life Serials 
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The Best True-Life Features 


Second Hand Husbands. . . . 18 Did I Marry My Mother-in-Law? . 56 
By Elinor Glyn By a Troubled Wife 
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EEMS too good to be % 

true—that a man can 4\ 
double his income just by de- %\ 
voting afew spare hourseach # 
week to home-study training— 

“But—maybe it is true,” said B J N 
Mertz to himself—and within seven 
years home-study training had in- 
creased his income better than 700%! 

Mertz was principal of a rural high- 
school in Texas, at $80 a month, when the 
idea came to him to enroll with LaSalle 
for training in Higher Accountancy. 

Upon completing the course, he first 
took a place as Assistant Bookkeeper, 
in Chicago—then joined a firm of 
Certified Public Accountants. chiefly to 
get experience. Then he became Office 
Manager and Acting Secretary of a foun- 
dry in southern Ohio. Already—in only 
four years—his salary had increased 
500%. 

Today; he is Comptroller of the Buck- 
eye Union Casualty Company, Jackson, 
Ohio, and in addition conducts a private 
accounting practice which brings him 
back the entire cost of his training every 
month in the year. 

Why not resolve just to double your 
salary? Get the training—-grasp your op- 
portunities—and the future wil! take care 
of itself! 


Your biggest opportunity is as near 
you as the point of your pencil. If 
you are determined to make prog- 
ress, clipand mail the coupon now! 


Two books placed B. J. Mertz on the path 
to greater earning power. They are “Ten 
Years’Promotion in Accountaney, 
the Profession that Pays.’ LaSalle will send 
them to you free. . 

You want to make more money—but are you 
witling to do your part? 

Balance the two minutes that it takes to fill out 
the coupon against the rewards of a successf 
career—then clip and mail the coupon NO 


‘He Tried Home-Study 
Double: His Salaky— 


In seven years it m iplied 


his income seven-feld ! 
THE CKEYE: Casuarty COMPANY | 
LaSalle Extension University, i 
Chicago, Illinois. 
Gentlemen: 


One hundred and sixty dollars a month may 

look small to some men, but when I enrolled 

with your institution for training in Higher 

Accountancy, it looked as big as a mountain " 
to me. I was them principal of a rural high 3 
school in Texas, at $80 a month. > 4 


I wanted to double my salary. That was the | 
goal I set. 4 
Now I find, at the end of seven years, that : | 
your training has increased my income more 

than 700 per cent. What is even more grati- 4 
fying is the fact that I am now doing work I 
like and can see ahead of me a real future. 
Your book, "Ten Years’ Promotion in One," 
gave me the inspiration that decided my fu- 


ture career. 
Yours very truly, 


"Find Yourself 


= 
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, Dept. 550-R CHICAGO 


1 shall be glad to have your 64-page booklet about the business field I have checked 
below Also a copy of “Ten Years’ Promotion in One,” all without obligation. 
Higher Accountancy Busi M ent 
Traffic Management — Foreign Law; Degree of LL.B. 
and Modern Foremanship 
Modern Salesmanship Industrial 


Commercial Law Railway Stati t 
Banking and Finance Personnel 
C.P. A. Coaching for Advanced Modern Busi Corr d 


and Practice 
Business English 
Commercial Spanish 


Accountants 
Expert Bookkeeping 
Effective Speaking 
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HE CAN not. That is the verdict of 

hundreds of Smart Set readers who 

answered the question, “Can a Good 
Wife Be a Good Sport?” 


Standards of morals are not changing 
Human nature is not changing. To have 
and to hold is as keen a desire between 


married people as it ever was. A wife looks 
upon her husband as private property and 
the man feels the same way about his wife— 
with emphasis. These are the only deduc- 
tions possible from the letters received and 
most of the writers tore their arguments out 
of their own bitter experience 

First prize was awarded to a woman in 
South Dakota who wanted to be a good 
wife and tried, with disastrous results, to 
be a good sport. At the request of the 
writer her name is withheld. The letter 
follows: 


AN a good wife be a good sport? 
NO! Not and be a good wife. 

To make my story plain, I must 
begin at the very beginning 

My husband was one of those 
tall, good looking men whom wom- 
en just naturally seem to fall for— 
the type of man most women seem 
to enjoy spoiling 

Always my husband, a 
sional man of good standing in a 
busy little town of 15,000, chose 
for his friends those people who are 
known to the community at large 
as “fast.” Both before and after 
prohibition, our cellar was known 
as one of the “seven best cellars” 
and people were dropping in at all 
hours for “just one more little 
drink” and under no circumstances 
did my husband expand as he did 
when dispensing hospitality by the 
glass full. Always too, there were 
women present upon whom he 
would lavish every attention and 
upon whom he called from time to 
time to come to the kitchen while 
he got some ice, or a lemon or he 
invented other excuses to get them | 
alone, he could whisper sweet 
things in their ears or perhaps 
snatch a hasty kiss or two behind 
the kitchen door 

During all this time, I never took 
a drink or allowed any of the men 
to do the things to me that my own 
husband was doing to their wives. 
I wasn’t a “good sport” and didn’t } 
make an effort to be like other | 
women. This went on for over a 
year; our quarreling getting to be 
an almost nightly occurrence until I was 
ready for peace at any price, so I decided 
the next time I too would drink and pet 
and be as disgusting as the other women 
and then he'd see what a mistake it was 
and beg me to stop. And so I started and 
I tried so hard to pretend I was having a 
good time, all the time thinking that when 
it was over surely he would tell me he 
didn’t like it. But instead he took me in 
his arms and called me his “good little 
sport” and said our good times together 
were just starting and how proud he had 
been of me 

And so we drifted, until finally the thing 
got hold of me and I found I could no 
longer get a kick out of things unless I'd 
had a drink or two or unless I had some 
man on my string with whom I was carry- 
ing on an affair 


profes- 


so 


an a Good Wife Be a Good o\port? 


Prize Winning Letter Writers 


Things continued in this way for a couple 
of years and we were by this time the very 
leaders of the “fastest” and all my worth 
while friends had dropped us. Finally, as 
the result of a drinking party at our cot- 
tage at the lake, one of my “boy friends” 
was killed. What a sobering effect that had! 
After that tragedy my husband and I faced 
each other and decided we could not go on. 
Every thing that should make marriage a 
lovely and sacred thing has been trampled 
under foot by us 

So my husband, no longer a young man, 
left for a new field where he hopes to re- 
build his practice, and I—I am back at the 
home of my mother, without friends or 
money—all because I, a good wife, tried to 
be a “good sport.” 

“No, most decidedly no, and I ought to 
know,” says Mrs. Sadie L. Goldstein, of 


SMART Set’s Prize W inners 
on Can a Good Wife 
Be a Good Sport? 


First Prize, ——————, Haughton, S. D. 

Second Prize, Mrs. Sadie L. Goldstein, 
Boston, Mass. 

Third Prize, Thos. Lanier Williams, St. 
Louis, Mo. 


Ten $1 Winners 
Mrs. H. I. S., Dayton, Ohio. 
Carolyn Cast, Jackson, Ohio. 
Beatrice Anderson, New York, N. TY. 
Mrs. E. E. McCully, San Jose, Calif. 
Alice O'Hara, Fort Kent, Me. 
Mrs. Elizabeth R. Seigel, Roxbury, Mass. 
Mrs. M. E. Barbes, Elkins, West Va. 
Mrs. pa Vestal, Rocky Mount, 


Edna A. Crocker, San Francisco, Calif. 
Mona Deffenbaugh, Lewistown, Montana 


Boston, to whom was awarded the second 
prize. Her experience, as told in the fol- 
lowing letter, may be of help to other lone- 
some and restless wives: 


NOs decidedly no, and I ought to 
+ know, for I have been both a good 
wife and a good sport, but not simulta- 
neously. Let me tell you my experience. 

Jack and I loved each other with a love 
firmly built upon long years of struggle to- 
gether, and numerous sacrifices. Both be- 
fore and after we were married, we scrimped 
and saved every possible penny, for Jack 
was a doctor, but not a rich one 

When suctess finally came to us, we moved 
into a beautiful apartment house in the 
select Back Bay section of Boston. 

Perhaps, it was the reaction; perhaps it 
was my starved soul crying for life and ad- 
4 


venture, but soon I found myself becoming 
more and more restless, and spurred on by 
a wild urge to do something I had never 
done before—something daring, something 
reckless. I craved excitement, life! 

In an uptown beauty shop, I met Mrs 
X, a wealthy young matron, who, like my- 
self, had lots of time to spend. We became 
very friendly, and she soon introduced me 
to her fast set. At first I was appalled but 
soon I found them extremely fascinating 

I entered this new life with a vengeance 
and I soon reached the stage where I felt 
insulted if a man didn’t kiss and embrace 
me. 

I spent lavishly. Most of Jack’s hard- 
earned money went for parties and clothes 
Many times he interceded, imploring me to 
end this mad pursuit for thrills, but I paid 
no heed. In fact I upbraided him bitterly 

for neglecting me, after I had work- 
ed so hard to make him successful 
I soon thought little of my hus- 
band’s comfort. The duties I had 
loved to perform, the little things 
that meant so much to him were en- 
tirely forgotten. My head was 
turned by flattery—I lived only for 
these good times. 
I told myself that I was free to 
do as I pleased; I felt independent 
| —I liked to be called “modern.” | 
was undoubtedly the best sport in 
our set. 

Of course, the climax must come 
some day—one cannot defy conven 
tion and all the sacred ties of home 
and matrimony without an awaken- 
ing. 

One day, my husband, pale and 
grave, calmly informed me that we 
were “broke,” that my carousals 
had caused this situa ion, .nd that 
he was leaving me what little was 
left, and going away to begin over 
again. I was indignant at first, but 
I could say nothing in my own de- 
fense. 

The next day he left me, saying 
i] that he had seen me in other men’ 
1] arms, had seen them kiss me, and 
that my cheapness had killed his 
love for me 
I knew that it was too late, but 

I begged forgiveness. I pleaded 
that I loved him, and would help 
him begin all over again. God 
knows I meant it, but my answer 
was a divorce! 
| He has since remarried, has 4 

home and two children, and no 
doubt he is very happy. 

And I, the “good sport,” am merely 4 
repentant and lonely woman, living quietly, 
and a far cry from the good sport I used 
to be. 

Although, unlike the woman who relates 
her story to Smart Set, I became a good 
sport of my own free will, I want the 
readers who are in doubt to wait and con 


sider. Does it pay? What is the ultimate 
result? And listen to the voice of con- 
science, for it seldom guides us into the 


wrong path. 

Keep your marriage vows sacred and un- 
tarnished, keep your kisses for your /hu:- 
band and you will keep his respect, for 
when respect is gone, love is on its last |ap 

It is absurd that any husband who love 
his wife would want to share her affection 
with other men. Invariably, it is the man, 

[Continued on page 9] 
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An actual photo of a small part of one of our nine departments 


Where 1000 Young Men 


Learning Eleciricity 
By Actual Work...in 90 Days 


OYNE can and does make men elec- 

4 trical experts in 90 days. Coyne stu- 
dents learn without books or lessons. They 
learn by doing... by actually performing 
every conceivable step on every type of 
electrical apparatus. 

They learn the theory, operation and re- 
pair of storage batteries, not by looking at 
charts, but by actually building one com- 
plete, testing it and operating it. They learn 
house-wiring by actually wiring a Beco 
Step by step, Coyne training takes you 
from the simplest first principles to the 
most complicated poets boards, great 
motors and power stations—always on real 
full-sized equipment in full operation. 

In the great Coyne Shops are mam- 
moth control boards... there are auto- 
mobile chassis... here a whole roomful 
of illumination equipment... here farm 
power plants...dynamos... motors... 
a two-story transmitting station... and 


COYNE 


other machinery too numerous to mention. 

And here, working on the greatest out- 
lay of electrical apparatus ever assembled, 
are 1,000 students from every state and 
every province of Canada. 


graduates are earning up to $800 a month. 

The whole world of electricity is open to 
the Coyne trained man. He is trained com- 
pletely. He can make big money as Power 
Plant Operator, Superinten- 


You learn from men who 
know—men who are them- 
selves masters of electricity. 
Here in this great school, 
every student gets individual 
attention. Training is intense- 
ly practical. No time is wasted 
anc no studentis ever hurried. 
In each department you may 
stay as long as you like. 


The Amazing Oppor- 
tunities 


$100 a week. 


$100 a week 


Many of our graduates 
have achieved spectacular 
success. One month after 
graduation Clyde F. Hart 
accepted a position with 
the Great Western R. R. at 


Clarence Ackland, living 

rooklyn, writes: ‘*To- 

ay | am making more year. 
money than ever before in 
my life. Some days I have 
made as high as $75 clear.”” 


dent, Telephone Man, Con- 
struction Worker, auto, truck 
or tractor electrician, battery 
man, radio expert, or he can 
go into business for himself as 
electrical contractor, dealer, 
auto ignition or battery expert 
and make $3,000 to $20,000 a 


FREE R.R.Fareto Chicago 
Coyne training requires 12 


These are some of the reasons why Coyne 
men are in demand all over the country... 
why our Employment Department secures 
dozens of positions weekly and why many 


H. C. LEWIS, Pres., Dept. 57-84 
1300 W. Harrison St., Chicago, Il. 
Founded 1899 
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150 Photographs 


Dear Mr. Lewis: 

Without obligation send me your big free catalog and all 
details of FREE Railroad Fare to Chicago, Free Employment 
Service, Free Radio and Free Automotive Courses. | under- 
stand | will not be bothered by any salesmen. 


i 

i 

I 


weeks, and you may enter at 
any time. Age, lack of experience or edu- 
cation bars noone. Don’t let lack of money 
hold you back. Our Employment Depart- 
ment will assist you to a part-time position 
while training. And right now 
our special offer pays your rail- 
road fare to Chicago as soon as 
you enroll. 
Get The Facts, FREE 
Find out now what 
Coyne training can mean 
to you in money and 
future. Simply mail the 
coupon below for FREE 
Coyne catalog—56 pages 
of photographs... facts... 
jobs. ..salaries...opportuni- 
ties in the electrical industry. 
This step does not obligate you. 
So act at once. 


Mr. H. C. Lewis, Pres., 
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, Dept. 57-84 1 
1300 


W. Harrison St., Chicago, Ill. 
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The Unhappy Story of Mary Todd, 
the Woman Lincoln Loved. 70/d—120 right a 


Great Wrong—by Honore Willsie Morrow. 


Ffearst’s International 
opolitan 


May Now on Sale 
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i offer to those who hurry their order 
combination outfit shown here:—7 pieces 


specia 
for the 
GENUINE CUT GLASS: Pitcher of 2-qt. capacity 
and 6 tumblers of 9-oz. sopacity.. Each piece is 
pure, sparklingly clear, thin and dain ’ 
d jons consisting of large floral design with 
appropriate foliage. A useful and handsome set. 
ly a limited number — so act quick. 


soups, 
bread and bu 
dish, 9 i 


in. 


ter, cov le 
vy boat; 1 grav: 
put: 1 cream pitcher; 1 pickle dis' 
tter dish, 


A large tablecloth, 54 x 70 ins. and 6 
napkins, 14 x 14 in. made of 
» bleached to an attractive sil- 
ver gray. Has beautiful Grecian self 
rn. Will launder perfectly. 
. 26 Piece Silver Set 
as described just below illustration to the left. 
—T Pieces Genuine Cut Glass 
FR. (as described above) if 
send coupon at ence. 
ping weight of outfit, about 12° Ibs. 
Order by No. G9B41A. 
$1.00 with coupon; $2.70 monthly. 
Price $29.96. 


A silver service that 
will give you years of satis- 
faction. A pleasin, 


Set of 6 y 6 
8, ~ teaspoons, sugar 
shell, 1 butter knife. 


Straus & Schram, Chicago, 


7 


Complete service for 12 3 
ple. Popular Ivory Ware piece. Compare our easy payment prices with local 
now the vogue in rich ; 

homes. Rich, creamy ivo not delighted with the bargain, send it back at our 
color. Stamped wit! Geld 

Leaf Decorations asil- portation charges you paid. No obligation — not one 
lustrated. Newest Gloria penny of risk to you! 


shape. Set consists of :— If you decide to keep 
3 reak- the start 


in.; cups; 
; 1 round vegetable dish, le 
bow! and cover (2 pieces); 1 platter, 11 in.; 1 —_ 
e etab ish (2 


coupon below 
brings this 150- 
| ~~ outfit (the 7 piece Genuine Cut Glass set is FREE 

you send at once) to your home on free trial. 
Examine the value, the quality, the beauty of each 


prices. After 30 days’ trial and use, if you're 


expense and we'll refund your dollar plus all trans- 


itil you've paid our 
— only $29.9 for the entire outfit with the 
7-piece Cut Set FREE. 150 pieces in all—only $29.96— and 
@ year to pay! ——— else can you find a bargain like that 
such easy terms 

Send Cou NOW! 


Dept. 1915 Chicago, Il. 
Enclosed find $1. Shp special advertised 150 piece Combination Outfit, 
(7 piece genuine cut set FREE). I am to have 30 days’ free trial. 
If l keep the Outfit, f will pay you $2.70 monthly. If not satisfied, I am 
to return the Outfit with pi cut glass set within 30 days and you 
are any freight or express charges I paid. 


180 Genuine Cut Glass Set 


v 


8 Married 


or 
H If you want ONLY our free catalog of home furnishings mark X here () 


Asensational offer 
— only $1.00 with 


Pieces In All 00 | 
| 
Gat Glass Set REE 
Cut Glass Set — SS j 
[ Complete Outfit Consists of the Following: 
110 Piece Ivory Ware Dinner Set 
SS SS SAF 7 Piece Pure LinenTable Set 
Nationality 


VACATION. 


MISS a single brilliant issue of the next six 
months of Smart Set would mean a real loss 
to you. 


In these six splendid issues you will find the very thrills 

and heart-throbs of life itself—vital, dramatic, amazing. ‘ 
Here are the actual stories of living, breathing men and 
women—human, friendly people who open theirhearts (% 
to you. After you have once read the vivid, honest, 

swift - moving stories you find in Smart Set you will @& 
never be satisfied with the made-up stories in other 
magazines. 


ND because you'll soon be starting away on your 
summer vacation— perhaps to find romance and 
love far from the swirling crowds and unfortunately far — 
from a newsstand—Smart Set is making you this special 
summer vacation offer. 4 


The coupon below, together with just a single dollar bill, 
will bring you Smart Set for six long joyous months — 
June, July, August, September, October and November. 


You save a substantial sum of money, incidentally; and j 


avoid the risk of missing a single issue of the fascinating, 
amazing Smart Set. 


ya = SMART SET for the next SIX MONTHS “1 
— 


But the coupon must 
be mailed NOW! 


5S-B-6-27 


Smart Set ‘ 

; 119 West 40th Street, New York, N. Y. ' 

} YES, I want Smart Set to come to me for the next SIX 18 
H MONTHS at your special summer vacation price of $1.00, A 
' saving me 50c. Lenclose remittance or will remit when billed. } 
Name 
i 
i 

City State 

ity 
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Prize Winners 


[Continued from page 4] 


who is himself a good sport, that is “un- 
selfish” enough to expect and encourage his 
wife to pet. 

If I had my life to live over again, I’m 
sure I should be a good wife, but never, 
NEVER would I be a good sport! 

Thomas Lanier Williams, of St. Louis, 
Mo., gave a rather dreary picture of the 
man’s side of the problem and won the 
third prize. He writes: 


AN a woman after marriage maintain 


the same attitude towards other men 
as she held before marriage? Can she 
drink, smoke, and pet with them? Can 


she do those things which are necessary to 
good sportsmanship, as the term is generally 
applied to a girl. Those are questions of 
really great pertinence to modern married 
life 

In recounting my own unhappy marital 
experiences, perhaps I can present con- 
vincing answers. 

Bernice was an unusually attractive girl, 
decidedly the flapper type. She had the 
gift of a quick tongue and a ready wit. I 
met her and fell in love with her in our 
mutual place of employment—a_ wholesale 
house on Washington Ave. I proposed to 
her across a glass-topped cafeteria table. 
However if a girl can accept you under 
such conditions as prevail in a cheap cafe- 
teria, without the stimulus of moonlight, 
moonshine, or music, it would seem that 
her love was strong 

About a month after our marriage I ob- 
tained a position as traveling salesman, for 
the same firm in which I had previously 
been employed as-a clerk 

We had rented a very pleasant little effi- 
ciency apartment and it seemed to me at 
first that my future was to be one of 
domestic bliss. 

Bernice had been a popular girl, so she 
was naturally dissatisfied to sit at home 
“darning socks,” as she described it. I did 
not at all object that she should go out 
reasonably often, or that she should retain 
her old friends—men as well as women. I 
reasoned that gradually she would slow 
down. 

However the expected symptoms of slow- 
ing down did not appear. In fact, by our 
second year of marriage, her speed had 
noticeably increased. Her life seemed, al- 
most, to be one continual stream of dates. 

One week, after our third wedding anni- 
versary, I completed my sales tour much 
sooner than usual. On entering our apart- 
ment after giving the customary signal, so 
that she would not be frightened, I found 
that she was not there. It was twelve 
o’clock—midnight. I decided that she must 
have been lonely and gone to spend the night 


with a girl friend. I went to bed, but my 
worry concerning her preverted me from 
sleeping. 


It was almost daylight -when I heard her 
key turn in the lock. I was about to arise 
to greet her, when I saw, through the par- 
tially open door between the bedroom and 
hall, that she was accompanied by a young 
man. She looked cautiously around the 
parlor. I had placed my suit-case under 
the bed, and there were no evidences of my 
return. She then permitted the man to 
throw his arms around her and kiss her. I 
was astonished and furious at this. When 
the man had left, I presented myself. She 
almost fainted when she saw me. 

We were divorced a year later. As I 
remember “being a good sport” was exactly 
how she defined her actions. Being a good 
sport was drinking, smoking, and petting— 

[Continued on page 13] 


Do I Look Like the Girl 


Lhey Used to 


\M having the time of my 


life. I jump out of bed in 


the morning thoroughly 


rested, refreshed, strengthened, 


ready for whatever activities 
may be before me. I am on 
the go constantly, from eight 
in the morning, frequently un- 


I work 


til long past midnight. 
hard, and I play hard. 


Yer I never feel tired, am 


never 


weary, 
never have headaches, and never suffer the 
petty illnesses most women think are their lot. 
I don’t gain weight or lose weight, but retain 
I walk 


with the step of youth, I talk with the enthu- 


the healthy proportions of my figure. 


siasm of a healthy mind and a healthy body, 
and there isn’t a wrinkle, blackhead or pim- 
ple on my skin. 


I am not saying this as a matter of self- 


praise. It is really only half the story I want 


to tell you. Not so many months ago I used 
to drag myself wearily to bed at nine o'clock, 
completely worn out; | was tired, worn-out, o/d. 
hundred little aches and 


I suffered from a 


pains which made my life miserable. I was 
cross, cranky, irritable. I got to be known as 
“Tired Tessie” because I was always too tired 
to enjoy dancing, or the theatre, or sports of 
any kind. Even reading a book tired me! 
At the end of each day I was limp as a rag. 


I took tonics and pills recommended by well- 
meaning friends until I felt like a walking drug- 


store. The doctors advised rest, a sea voyage. 
They could find nothing organically 
with me, and felt that rest alone would cor- 
Yet rest 


You can imagir 


wrong 


rect whatever trouble there was. 
seemed to do me no good. 


how discouraged I was. 


When one feels as I did, almost anything 
that promises relief is welcome. And when, 
one day, I read the story of Annette Keller- 
mann’s life, I made up my mind that if she 


could become such a marvelous example of 


health and energy after such a discouraging 
| start in life, at least I could regain my health 
by following her methods. 


I read that Annette Kellermann was prac- 
tically a cripple when she was a little girl; that 
she had worn iron braces on her feet because her 
bones were so soft that she had become bow- 
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all 
99 
essve 


legged, that she gave less 
promise of becoming the 


world’s most beautifully- 
formed woman, and a most 
striking example of superb 
health, than almost anyone 


you could imagine. 


Yet that is exactly what she accomplished. 
Surely, I felt, I had nothing to lose by writing 
to her. In reply she sent me her book, “The 
Body Beautiful” and agreed to let me try her 
methods for 10 days without the slightest risk 
on my part. I described to her exactly how 
I felt, and she then sent me her instructions. 
In 10 days I began to feel like a changed wo- 
man, and ina few months I could look back 
and laugh at my old self. 


I wouldn’t have believed that such a change 
could be made in old “Tired Tessie.” Yet 
here I am today enjoying life to the utmost, 
actually getting stronger all the time, and, as 
my friends say, “‘younger and more beauti- 
ful.” I wish I could shout my story from the 
housetops. I wish that every woman who is 
suffering from weakness or illness or who is 
losing the figure of her youth, would write to 
Miss Kellermann for her book, “The Body 
Beautiful.” It tells fifteen 


minutes a day anyone can obtain a greatly 


how in only 


improved figure and rid herself of the pains, 
aches and ills which now cause her so much 


unhappiness. Close td 35,000 other women 
have already adopted Miss Kellermann’s 
methods, and I am sure there could be no 


The 


only warning I can give is “Do not put it off, 


greater evidence of their effectiveness. 


but write at once for Miss Kellermann’s book.” 
It is sent to you free. It may mean as much to 


you as it has to me. Just address Annette 


Kellermann, Inc., Dept. 405, 225 West 39th 
Street, New York City. 


Annette Kellermann, Suite 405 
225 West 39th Street, New York City. 
Dear Miss Kellermann 
Please send me. entirely free of cost, your new book: 
“The Body Beautiful.” 1 am particularly interested in 
Reducing Weight Body Building 
Name 


(Kindly print name and address) 


City State 
Those outside the U. 8. send 10¢ with coupon to help pay postago 
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Unlock 
that Door!” 


A MOMENT of hesitation—THEN THE 
THING HAPPENED! 


A sudden spurt of smoke and flame—a groan 
the thud of a heavy body as the Constable 
lurched back against the cell bars—a strange 
bewilderment holding the others spellbound 
before the tempestuous fury of this girl—and 
behind the locked door Jim Kent watched in 
tense silence, every nerve alert, every drop of 
blood in his body on fire. 


Who was this “girl of mystery”? What had 
lured her, alone, into the remote wilderness? 
Why should she, rich, educated, beautiful, 
risk her life to save a self-confessed murderer 
from the hangman’s noose? What strange 
story lay behind her own dark secret? 


To know the answer—follow these people through 


their swift, wild, thrilling adventures—such as you 
can find only in the wonderful stories of 
JAMES OLIVER 


CURWOOD 


——WHOSE FAMOUS OUT-DOOR STORIES OF ADVENTURE, MYSTERY AND ROMANCE ARE KNOWN AND 
LOVED THROUGHOUT THE WORLD. NEW UNIFORM EDITION NOW OFFERED FOR THE FIRST TIME AND 
AT A SPLENDID BARGAIN. JUST SIGN THE COUPON WHERE THE ARROW 
POINTS AND RECEIVE A COMPLETE SET FREE FOR TEN DAYS’ EXAMINATION 


Here Are Worth While Books for 
Worth While People 


Books for You and Every Member of Your 
Family—Books to Read Over and Over 
Again with Ever Increasing Delight. 


As Curwood lures you into his beloved Northland, you 
meet red-blooded heroes, daring heroines, mounted 
police, Indians, half-breeds, criminals, refugees, 
cryptic Chinese, mysterious and beautiful girls. As 
you witness a succession of dramatic and vivid experiences 
of life in its wildest forms, all flaming with the fire of the 
elemental passions of that rugged country, you feel that 
never was there such magic writing! 


As you are swept along in the irresistible rush of swift- 
speeding incidents, rough adventures, heroic moments, you 
realize that here indeed are books that will be boon com- 
panions for a lifetime 


Read All About Our Marvelous Offer On The Next Page 
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Now Is Your Chance To Hit The Trail 
To God’s Country—With CURWOOD! 


For here, indeed, is a rare opportunity. Here, at last 
is your chance to get in permanent library form the 
great books that lift you from humdrum cares and af- 
fairs and carry you off to a balsam-scented wilderness. 


Here You Meet Real Men and Women 


Men and women who glory in danger, who laugh at death and fight 
their battles in the open—men and women of the Northland which 
Curwood knows as does no other living author. 

That is why every new book he writes is hailed by countless thou- 
sands of eager readers. Each year for the past six years he has written 
a book that has sold over 100,000 copies. No other author has such a 
record. That is why you have in store such a treat as you have 
never dreamed of. 

For Curwood is no “front porch’ nature writer. He had spent vears 
and has travelled thousands of miles in that country where men battle 
against cold and hardship and lurking dangers, sharing their adven- 
tures, living their lives, inspired by one great purpose—to take his 
readers into the very heart of nature, that they may know and love 
it as he does. 


FIRST UNIFORM EDITION 
Special Low Price Short Time Offer 


12 SPLENDID And now—the first uniform Edition of Curwood’s 
Romance and Adventure is ready. Publishers, manu- 
facturers and Curwood himself have combined to cut 
down costs and sacrifice royalties so that we could 
4 offer this first edition at a price within the reach of all. 
4000 THRII L Back to God’s Country The River's End 


ING PAGES 


CURWOOD’S Readers Number Millions 


That is why his stories are so real that millions 
of people thrill to them, feel themselves taking 
actual part in the breathless adventures with 
which his pages are crowded. That is why his 
stories have been translated into a dozen dif- 
ferent languages. 

That is why vou can't afford to miss this amaz- 
ing opportunity to EXAMINE WITHOUT 


COST the following splendid books. The Gentleman of Courage The Alaskan 
The Country Beyond God's Country 
The Valley of Silent Men Kazan 


The Courage of Capt. Plum Swift Lightning 
SEND NO MONEY — just sign the coupon where 


This magnificent wilderness with its thousand 
hiding places for romance and mystery is not a 
remote piece of good fortune—it is yours to 
enjoy in the luxury of your own easy 


chair. Now is your great opportunity to 
breathe the fragrance of the Northland, to ride 
swiftly through purple canyons, to tramp, hunt, 
fight and seek adventure—to feel the tonic of 
glorious outdoor life with red blooded men and 


women. 


Entertainment for 
100 nights if you sign 
the coupon now. 


the arrow points and mail it today. Enjoy these books at 
our expense for ten days. If you do not find in them, 
recreation, relaxation, Nature lore and education 
rolled into one; if you do not consider that they hold 
more thrills for you than the best show you ever saw at 
the theatre; if you do not feel that they will make a 

valuable permanent addition to your library; if 

you do not consider them a wonderful bargain— 4 
then send them back et our expense! (ther- ~ 


McKINLAY, STONE & MACKENZIE 
Dept. J-34, 114 E. 16TH ST., NEW YORK 


wise keep them at our very low introductory ¢ 
price and on easy monthly payments é 


Mackenzie, 
Dept, J-34, 
114 E 6th St 


New York city 


<& YES, I would like to 
examine free your 
beautiful new Uniform 
_ Edition of James Oliver 
Curwood Send me at once 


all charges prepaid, a com- 


Just Sign 

and Mail 

in cloth 


If at the end of ten days I 
4 delighted to keep them in my library, 
T d A 1 will send you $1.00 promptly and 
Oo ay fou $1.00 a month thereafter for only 13 
4 months Otherwise, I will return them at 
O your expense and the examination will have 
€ cost me nothing 
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Vida Hurst 


a author of 


presents a fascinating 
new heroine in her 
new novel— 


The Girl Who Wanted the Romance 
of Marriage Without Paying a Price 


AY, vivacious, fascinating—a 
G very goddess of a girl. Like 
her famous namesake, this modern 
Diana was also a relentless huntress 
of men. 


Then came a man who set her 
heart aflame, who awakened every 
latent passion, who taught her un- 
derstanding—but at what a price! 


Be sure to read this vivid, powerful 


Even marriage did not change her. 
story of the girl who tried to live 


Tantalizing, unapproachable, her 


lips were cold and passive to her 
husband’s kiss. She was still the 
same Diana. 


without kisses. There is romance, 
adventure, drama in this thrillingly 
written novel. 


This is only one of 20 vital romances in 


THE MAGAZINE OF ROMANCE 


On Sale April 15th—Get your copy early. 
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Prize Winners 


[Continued from page 9] 


staying up all night with the boys at 
cabarets—not sitting at home “darning 
socks.” 


No, I don’t think that a wife can be 
that kind of a “good sport.” 

One woman thinks a good wife cannot be 
a good sport—not if she wants to remain 
good. Her letter follows: | 


N ANSWER to your question, “Can a 

Good Wife be a Good Sport?” my reply 
is “No. Not if she wishes to remain good.” 

I have been married nearly two years and 
have a lovely boy of nine months. I am 
twenty-one and my husband is twenty-four. | 
We love each other very much but my hus- 
band likes to flirt and wants to be popular 
with all the girls. I have tried and tried to 
stop him from this philandering but it soem | 
to be a part of his nature. | 

I have thought often that I would go in| 
for dances, parties and other good times and 
fall in with my husband’s line of reasoning 
that we are too young to settle down, but 
have always dismissed the idea as I know 
I would be doing wrong and also lose his 
respect for me as a wife and mother and this 
respect I prize highly. 

My husband is the kind of man who thinks 
a wife should be perfect, attend only to her 
household duties and children, instead of 
longing to go sporting and I quite agree with 
him. But I also think that a man should 
give up all thoughts of other women after 
marriage. 

My husband does not lay down any hard 
and fast rules for me and declares that his 
faith in me is so firm that he would trust 
me anywhere and for any length of time. 
How I wish I could say that to him. But, 
if my husband ever thought I would “pet” 
with another man, I know he would leave 
me in a minute, no matter how great his 
love for me may be. 

But no matter what he does I love him | 
too much and respect myself and baby too 
much to do as he does. “Two wrongs never 
make a right.” 

I do not think that married morals are 
changing unless for the better and one has 
only to read books of English history, French, 
Roman, or even our first Colonial history 
to accept this fact. Of course there is free- 
dom in marriage but with restrictions and 
not the objectionable kind that some clamor 
for. 

Love is fundamentally based on faith and 
respect, is now, always has been, and always 
will be, and tell me what man can respect 
and have faith in a wife who is common 
property and satisfying only her own selfish 
interests. If such tenets were observed, the 
home would soon disappear and the loose 
days of Old Rome would return. 


N PAGE 44, of this magazine, is a 

contest on the “Right to Motherhood.” 
Here is a problem old as the world, still 
unsolved, and today vital with a new in- 
terest and significance. In some European 
countries no child is illegitimate. Is that a 
good moral law? Should the United States 
ask for a similar statute? It is a big ques- 
tion and one upon which very many of you 
will want to write. On page 79 Martha 
Madison asks for letters on the question of 
“The Danger Line” for girls. Surely no | 
question is of more importance to the free | 
and easy young people of today. An in- 
teresting contest, in which no prizes are | 
offered, will be found on page 34. You 
surely will want to write a letter in an-| 
swer to the question asked there. Aleck 
Smart, page 86, also gives you a chance to 
be a poet and do some wisecracking. 


Jobs! 


at $60 to 
$125 a week! 


Free Job Service 


The American School is the 
first in the home-study field 
to recognize the need of guar- 
anteeing its courses with 2a 
money-back contract, if the 
training fails to accomplish 
the benefits you expect. Thus 
all risk and doubt are elimi- 
nated——elther the training 
will help you to a better job 
and a raise in pay or it will 
cost you nothing. To better 
carry out this important serv- 
ice, we maintain a National 
employment department 
which keeps in touch with the 
employers of Draftsmen all 
over the U. 8. All this with- 
out extra charge to our stu- 
dents and graduates. 


PROFESSIONAL 


OUTFIT GIVEN! 


You will naturally expect the American School to give you 
the best kind of instruments an 
This outfit is good enough to use professionally 


of trainin 


after you finish your training. 


A Million Dollar Institution 
Back of This Guarantee 


Get this straight —the American School was chartered tn 
1897 as an educational institution, not for profit. So you 
will find the same standards of service here as in the best res- 
Over 200 of the leading Engi- 


ident schools and colleges 


neers, Executives and Educators of the U. 
instruction we offer. Their standing vouches for its quality. 


Nee 


Learn Drafting—how to make and read plans, and the doors 
of opportunity in all mechanical, building and engineering lines swing 
open for you! There are more well-paid Drafting jobs open today 
than in any other one profession or trade. There’s a variety, a 
fascination to Drafting that will grip you. No other work is so 
interesting, so well paid—no other field offers equal opportunities 
for quick promotion. 


The Draftsman is the Boss of the Works! 


Destroy blue-prints and plans, and the wheels of all Industry will stop until 
new ones can be made. Every move of every workman on the job is con- 
trolled by the Draftsman through his plans. Railroads, public works, 
buildings of a hundred sorts, machinery, electricity, automobiles—all man- 
ufacturing and construction start on the Drafting table! That's the kind of 
work to get into, friend. Where you have the same chance as any iy else 
to make a quick success! 


J 


Drafting Lessons 
cinally FREE: 


to pr ove you can 
E learn at home in 
Employmen 


t spare time! 


You'll besurprised how quickly 
you can learn Drafting by our 
new one-step-at-a-time 
method. We start you off 
doing actua) Drafting room 
jobs from the very begin- 
ning. Before you know it, 
you are batting out pro- 
fessional plans like a vet- 
eran. Get the first three 
lessons the coupon 
brings them free 
them. Test your abil- 
ity to master Drafting 
at home. Without cost 
or obligation, 


0. C. Miller, Director Extension Work 
American School, Dept. D-5251 
Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Chicago 


é 
§ Your offer to send me 3 lessons free and facts 


tools with the best kind 


about the opportunities in Drafting and about 
your course, looks good to me. It is under- 
stood I am not obligated in any way in mak- 


5S. prepared the 8 
ing this request. 


O. C. MILLER, Director Extension Work 


Dept. 5251, Drexel Ave. and 58th St.,Chicago 9 
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$100 for Word-Makers 


Win a cash prize and have a lot of fun in 
Smart Set’s fascinating new word-test puzzle! 


RAB your pencil and put on your thinking cap. For 
here’s a wonderful chance to play an absorbing new 
game and win a cash prize as well. 
How many words can you make out of the letters 
used in the title 


“SMART SET” 


Use only the letters in“Smart Set” and be sure that every word is a recognized dictionary word. 
To show you how easy it is, here are just a few of the scores of words you can make: 


tram art seam mess ram ear 
master team tares start mare tears 
smear mart eats rest stem test 


Can’t you feel your fingers itch to get started? Try it—now. You'll find it amazingly 
interesting—and you'll be surprised how fast the words grow. 


The rules of this word-test contest are given below. Please observe them closely and make 


sure that you conform with them. 


Rules: 


Use only letters in title “Smart 
Set” 


1 
2. No abbreviations permitted 
3. No proper nouns 


No duplication of letters 
except those duplicated in 
“Smart Set.” i.e. “S” and “T” 


No prefixes or suffixes unless 
words in themselves 


No foreign words unless gener- 
ally accepted in dictionary 


« Contractions are permitted 


5 
6 
7. No obsolete words 
8 
9 


Tenses permitted if derived 
from letters in “Smart Set” 


10. Derivations permitted 


Contest opens April Ist, closes May Ist. 

Smart Set editors will be the judges and 

their decision will be final. No solutions 
will be returned. 


Here Are the Prizes: 


5 O to the person who sends in 
the largest number of words. 

2 to the person sending the sec- 
ond largest number of words. 


$ 10 to the one sending in the third 


largest number of words. 


1 to each of the next fifteen 
highest. 


In case of a tie for first prize each of the tying contestants will 
receive a full amount of the award. 


Come on, now. Somebody’s going to get this 
easy money. It might as well be you. So get 
busy and see how many words you can list. The 
best time to start is NOW. 


Address: Word-Test Editor 


SMART SET 


119 West 40th Street, New York, N.Y. 


| 


This is 
JAN ASHE 
who tried to live up to the 
code her father taught: { 
Don’t interfere with other { 
women’s men— i 
Don’t influence the lives of f 
others— 


Don’t pretend to the man you 
“Fath love— H 
Her Father Don’t snivel if you are wal- er Lover 


STEPHEN ASHE iedeedi= ACE WILFONG 
Aristocrat, lawyer, Don’t lie— Professional Gambler 
champion of freedom YOU ARE RESPONSIBLE TO and an honest man— 


NO ONE BUT YOURSELF FOR 
YOUR OWN SOUL 


JAN ASHE ADOPTED A PHILOSOPHY OF FREEDOM TO GOVERN HER LIFE 
AND It LED HER INTO A SITUATION OF SHAVIAN IRONY. A VIVACIOUS 
AND GRACEFULLY TOLD TALE OF THE NEW FREEDOM IN THEORY—AND ACTION 


FREE SOUL 


Adela Rogers St. Johns | 3 


Price $2.00 
Wherever Books Are Sold 


Publishers @sinopolitan Book (poration New York 
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(an You UNSCRAMBLE 


Me puzzles have to be put together. Here’s 


one that has to be pulled apart. When 
you first read the paragraphs below you may 
think they are one story. But they aren't! 
The tantalizing blank spaces can be filled by 
selecting the proper titles from among those 
listed below. To make things a little more in- 
teresting the titles are vot arranged in the same 
order as the paragraphs. Nor will you need 
to use all of the titles although they do appear 
in June SMART SET. 


Which title do you think fits the first blank 


MAGINE a June afternoon whose 
very golden ‘air seems mysteriously 
laden with romantic ardor. Imagine a 
swimming float and picture me stretched 
out upon it. Across the sparkling waters 
lay all the forbidden things I craved. 


was upon me. 


I WAS saying to myselr, “It seems to 
me that when you can see with your 
own eyes where being good gets you 
and then see the janes that aren't on 
speaking terms with the ten command- 
ments it’s a bad day for the goody 
roodies. Not for me! I'm going to 
be rich. I’m going to have everything 
in the world I want. Clothes! Furs! 
Jewels! And so much money that no 
one can ever say anything to me. So 
far as I can see there’s only one way to 
get it. That's men.” So I began mak- 
ing a study of J, 


IT didn’t take me long to see that, 
“The bond of marriage has become 
irksome to thousands of good, nice 
members of both sexes — victims of 
the onrush of civilization. What is to be done about it? 
That is the question. Thus we catch at any new ideas of 
betterment, even that of 


THE demons of temptation fought in me when my boss 
offered to take me to Paris with him. Paris! Adventure! 
Romance! Escape from the humdrum deadliness life so 
often was. Just good friends if I said so. Well, lots of girls 


BELOW ARE 


Who Is This Girl? 
Look for her picture and her 
amazing story in June Smart Set 


YOUR 


space? And the second? And so on—Write 
the one you think fits best and then reread the 
paragraph to see if it makes sense. If it does 
maybe you've guessed right. The titles listed 
below are twelve of the twenty—and more- 

features you will find in June SMART SET— 
ready May first. If you want to be sure you have 
filled the blanks in right tell your dealer now 
to save your copy of June SMART SET. The 
following paragraphs are taken directly from 
stories to which the correct titles correspond. 
Now we'll give you atip. The title for the 
first paragraph is “June Madness.” 


in New York were getting all the good 
things of life and in return giving - 
nothing. Why couldn't I be like that? 
I knew 

but two w vecks later we 
sailed on ‘the same ship to Paris. 


THAT was how we became 

Love is 
never afraid. “That: was s the real answer 
but I could never tell him this. He 
would purposely misunderstand my 
motives. I knew I must suppress every 
sign of my true feelings for him. It 
would never do to give him a chance 
to misunderstand the slightest word or 
gesture on my part. Yet I am sure I 
would never have decided to go on 
with him if it had not been for the 
intuitive belief that my dream of love 
was destined to come true. 


YOU will have guessed by now that 
I am what the world calls a wicked 
woman. I do not know the explanation 
of the appeal that such a personality 
makes to a man, but I do know that she 
is always sure to arouse curiosity and 
attention. I ask myself continually, 


I HAVE servants of my own now. They are poor girls 
and they are maids simply because they are unfitted for 
any other kind of work. They have their good times and 
their beaux but I am sure they spend most of their time 
wondering how long it will be before marriage liberates 
them. I have often wished that I might sit down with them 
and show them the opportunities they are missing to obtain 


CLUES 


Now get out your pencil and go to it 
Lottery of Love What Money Can’t Buy ~ Hunted Lovers ~ What Men Want —, June 
Madness —, Forgive Me My Trespasses ~, Love on Approval — I’m a Gold-Digger Wife — 
Appearances Were Against Me ~ Should I Share My Sweetheart? ~, Misunderstood —~ 
Do Men Prefer Wicked Women? 


yo 


AA Writer Who Needs NO, Introduction 


i 


ELINOR. 


HO set the pulse of the world beating faster with ‘‘Three Weeks”’ 
and “IT,” begins the first of her new articles for Smart Set 
in this issue. Turn to the next page and read her note of warning on 


Second-Hand Husbands.’’ 
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By MADAME 


matter, the husband would be looked upon 
as a yellow dog if he publicly protested and 
asked for the law’s interference. So, for the 
sake of getting rid of an odious partner, he 
is only too willing to stand accused of de- 
sertion, moral cruelty, or any other crime 
sufficient to allow the bond to be broken 
which both had sworn before God to keep 
“until death do us part.” The whole mar- 
riage service has become a good deal of a 
farce, but things being as they are, and the 
law of the land countenancing them, they 

must be accepted. The sensible 
thing for men and women to do is 
to analyze the character of a di- 
vorced admirer or admired one, even 
more profoundly than they would 
were they maiden or bachelor. 


HEN a young woman meets a 

divorced man who attracts her, 
she should make it her. business to 
find out the truth about his divorce. 
Did some other woman get rid of 
him for being a drunkard? If so, has 
she a chance of happiness with him 
or will this habit break out again 
as soon as the new love begins to 
cool? Did his divorce prove that 
he was a brute, capable of torturing 
the spirit cruelly? Yes, but was he 
provoked by the wife’s nagging until 
he could not contain himself? The 
research should be deep, and if it 
proves beyond doubt that the man 
is meanly cruel, drunken, licentious, 
or vicious, then the young woman 
must make up her mind whether the 
pleasure she is going to get out of 
the satisfaction of her love emotion, 
or the gain of his riches, is going to 
be worth the certain knowledge that 
these defects will manifest them- 
selves again. Do not let her deceive 
herself, but if she decides that she 


mon as marriage, the new condition of things should be 
looked squarely in the face. It is a sort of unwritten 
law in America, that no matter which is really to blame for 
the break, the husband is the person who must accept the 
stigma of being divorced by the wife. Thus, the wife has a 


i THESE days when divorce seems to be almost as com- 


chance to start again, “without a stain upon her character.” 
The whole fault may have been hers; she may have been 
unfaithful, drunken. extravagant, violent tempered, but no 


wants him in any case, then it is up to her, and she 
must take the consequence. If he appears in every 
way a good fellow, then special investigation as to what 
sort of wife he had should be gone into. The young woman 
may discover that the wife was simply an impossible person, 
who did not understand him and made his life a burden. Then 
she has a very great chance of happiness because a sense of 
ease and gratitude will probably make him a splendid hus- 
band the second time. A divorced man is almost a safer bet 
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than a bachelor, because he has some kind of record which 
can be studied; and a bachelor may turn any way! 

But there is always this danger with the divorced. Their 
former experience renders them cunning, they have a knowl- 
edge of women or men as the case may be, which only the 
relation of marriage can give. They have the intimate domestic 
knowledge which the connection, however close, of lover and 
mistress never permits, because in that case, both parties are 
showing their most appealing sides; and in marriage, when 
once love cools, the most unattractive ways are manifest. But 
knowing female nature intimately, the divorced man may be 
able to play upon the little vanities of his newly desired one. 
He may, so to speak, be able to put over all sorts of things 
on her and give the most perfect false impression of himself 
So the greatest caution should always be used by 
the young woman a divorced man may be court- 
ing. Also, when she does marry him, she will 
have to be very careful, if she wants to keep him 
in love with her, that she does not begin to do the 
tiresome things which the former wife did, because 
he will, even if it is only subconsciously, always 
be comparing her with his first partner. And the 
smallest suggestion of the same attributes coming 
out will disillusion him 


HE majority. of women take 
the fidelity of men they marry 
for granted; they infrequently un- 
derstand that man is a polygamous 
animal and unless his interest is 


kept alive he is automatically 
bound to be in a state ready for 
temptation to assail him. The 


only certain way to hold any man 
is to make him feel that he has no 
desire to stray. If he is physically 
faithful otherwise, it is either from 
habit, fear, laziness, or absence of 
sufficient temptation crossing his path. It must be 
a humiliating blow to a woman’s pride to realize that 
she is holding her husband by one of these things and 
not because he wants to stay! 

A divorced man, with his experience, is either go- 
ing to be so grateful for sympathy ‘and understand- 
ing in the second mate, that he cannot do enough for 
her, or he is going to become further disgusted with 
woman by finding his present choice demonstrates 
worse faults than the first! 

To sum up the matter: In all marriages the characters of 
the individuals should have been studied on either side be- 
forehand. A fine character will only be able to disillusion in 
little things, not in the main standbys of life, and a weak or 
bad character may be so attractive in these little superficial 
things that he or she has thrown glamour in the eyes of the 
partner who can no longer keep the faults in sight. A very 


ELINOR GLYN, 


a The greatest caution should always 
— -<. be used by the young woman a 
* divorced man may be courting. 


attractive divorced man is therefore a risky marital experiment 
unless his character will stand all tests. 

I know a woman who had divorced her husband because 
he really was a brute, and afterwards she met a divorced 
man who had let himself be cast out to get rid of a violent 
tempered, extravagant spouse. It looked as if they would 
be perfect mates, both having been [Continued on page 105} 
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Do You Believe 
in Love 
at First Sight? 


OTHER wouldn’t have let me go to the Sheik party 
Charlie Footner was giving in New York that night 
if she could have read my thoughts as I drove away 

from our Greenwich country place in my new sport car. I was 
all set for a night of romance, and adventure. To be quite 
honest I secretly hoped that some tremendously interesting man 
at the party would turn out to be a real Sheik. 

There was a great chance for my hope coming true because 
Charlie's affairs were about the wildest staged on Park Avenue, 
and almost anything could, and sometimes did, happen at 


them. He only gave four parties a year, one for each season, 
but from all I heard they certainly were wow-wows. 

I waved back at mother, and turning the car out of the 
gate, stepped on the gas, half-afraid she might read what was in 
my mind, and call me back. 

The traffic jam on the Boston Post Road held me up a little 
while, but reaching the wide, straightway stretch beyond Rye, 
I ran the speedometer up to the fifty mark, and thrilled to 
the hum of my new motor. 

My anticipation of the Sheik party must have given the new 
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Him 


“Oh, what a 
Started as a little 
dinner, and ended up in a club with a bar n’everything. The 
place was raided ten minutes after we left to go somewhere 
else. Oh! lady, lady, my head. Well, ennyhoo, coffee’ll set 


bus a thrill because it hummed and sung me into town as if 
twenty-five miles were a hop, skip, and a jump. 

I found Claire, the girl I always parked with for overnight 
— in New York, propped up in bed ordering from a menu 
card. 

“Orange juice, one poached egg, coffee,” she was telling the 
waiter as I burst into the bedroom. 

“Good heavens, Claire! breakfast at three o'clock in the 
afternoon? Oh! don’t bother explaining. I know you, you 
little rascal. Out again last night!” 
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“Right again, sweets,” she said, kissing me. 
party last night! Henry Smithson gave it. 


me up. I must get well! Tonight’s the.night, Allien!” 
“T’ll say, and I’m all set to be sheiked to death,” I cut in. 
“Ah! the lady craves a cave-man, eh? You always did say 
you wanted to be run off with. Well, here’s your chance.” Then 
turning to the fat old waiter she said: “Rush up the victuals 
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and plenty of coffee for both of us, Romeo, toute de suite.” 

The waiter bowed all over himself, and went out at a funny 
little dog trot. I laughed at the name Claire had given him. 
Romeo! 

“Romeo’s a peach. He's the best waiter in this old apart- 
ment hotel, and I’ve got him sold into my service, body and 
soul. He shoves a breakfast card under my door every morn- 
ing, and never goes off duty till he’s brought my breakfast up.” 

The phone suddenly ting-a-ling-ed. 

It was my mother. She called to tell me that our luncheon 
appointment for the next day with Count Goushardy of Ru- 
mania was detinite. Mother was going to be at Claire’s apart- 
ment for me at noon sharp. 


7 H, HELL!” I said, hanging up the receiver, “I’ve been 
hoping the Count would drop dead, or something. I’ve 
never laid eyes on him, but I can guess the type. One of those 
hand-kissing, bowing and scraping monocles. Can you beat his 
nerve? He’s seen me, and since he met mother at a tea, he’s 
been pestering her to death for a chance to be formally pre- 
sented. Formally presented! I wonder how much it would 
shock him to know I’m looking for a Sheik to run off with me.” 
“I’ve heard your Count’s been buzzing ‘round town in all 
sorts of parties, and crowds. But, haven’t got any low down on 
him ’t all.” 

“He’s no Count of mine,” I insisted. 

“Listen, Allien, if your mother’s got anything to do with it. 
he'll be. You know that’s her weakness, marrying you off to 
the titled nobility.” 

“Not a chance. If there was I'd declare myself. No hand- 
kissing, waiter-like, bowing machine for my husband.” 

“I’m for you, honey,” she answered. 

Romeo dog-trotted into the place with the victuals and 
coffee, and after breakfast we de- 
cided what to wear to the Sheik 


the room. It seemed as if it were coming from all sides at once: 

“The dancers of Destiny are coming. They bring ribbons 
bearing your lottery number. It is the command of Allah that 
upon finding her numbered ribbon every lady will follow it 
wherever it may lead for at the end romance awaits her e 
Somehow I felt as if once again I were back in Tunis where I 
had spent the previous winter, hearing the muzzein, in the name 
of Allah, calling out from a minaret. 

The music struck up again. This time it was a wild desert 
tune. The beating of the tom toms, and the shrill blasts of 
the hautboys charged the air with a feeling of abandon and 
recklessness. The amber tide of light flowed silently out of the 
hall, leaving us in mystical darkness. There were whispers, 
and soft shuffling of feet. The strange Sheik had moved to- 
ward me. I stood still, hoping he would touch me. Almost 
in that second, fingers whose touch thrilled me drifted over my 
bare arms. 

A voice that was like liquid mystery in the dark whispered, 
“Allien.” 

I drew back startled at my name on the man’s lips. He 
was a stranger to me. I did not recognize his voice. “Who 
are you?” I asked. My heart was beating like the tom toms. 


= O ONE you have ever seen or known, but some one who 
feels he has known you all his life in his dreams.” 
There was an intensity-in the tones that stirred me. 

At that moment the darkness danced with rainbow lights, 
and two beautifully formed girls, wearing harem face-veils, 
whirled madly through the play of colored lights, each one 
pulling a bunch of ribbons from the mysterious spaces that 
had given them up. 

My number was on a ribbon that fluttered through the hall 
like a flame. I snatched it, conscious that the fascinating Sheik 

was watching me. Winding it around 
my hand I moved reluctantly for- 


party. Claire's orchid taffeta with a 
silver bodice and my beaded mid- 
night gown. 


ward, feeling that I was leaving ro- 
mance and intrigue behind me. 
The flame ribbon led me out of 


As a man in blue and gold livery 
opened the Footner door a strain of 
Gypsy music reached us. I caught 
my breath, and pulled the little 
black mask down more securely 
over my eyes. 

The inner doors swung wide. The 
Gypsy music now filled my ears like 
a song that had been freed, and I 
began to sway with its rhythm as we 
were ushered into a great, high- 
ceilinged room. 


Baby's Tears 

A True Story in Fifty Words 

In a crowded car I held my crying 
baby. 

I made no effort to pacify the child. 

“Don't you hear that baby cry 
ing?” the conductor asked. 

“Yes,” I replied. “And I shall 
hear him cry all the rest of my life. 
He is to be adopted today.” 


the great hall. Vaguely I realized 
that according to arrangements a 
man would be at the end of my rib- 
bon, but that no longer seemed a 
fascinating Destiny unless the man 
were to be the one behind me. How- 
ever, I had to play the game. I 
looked over my shoulder as I went 
out. My Sheik was not in sight. I 
supposed he had gone in search of 
the girl whose number corresponded 
with his own, and I was jealous. 

A moment later I found myself 


IMITATION orange moon, 


Do you know a true story in fifty 
words? Smart Set will pay $5.00 
for each one accepted. 


and a handful of stars shed a 
mysterious amber light over the ro- 
mantic scene of beautiful, masked 
girls in gorgeous evening dresses, 
and men in the gaudy robes of desert 


in a small rcom that had been 
draped, and fitted up like an Orien- 
tal tent. A thin ribbon of blue 
smoke drifted upward from a green 
jade urn in one corner, filling the 
tent with incense. I was about to 


sheiks. My pulses began to thrum 
at the thought of finding adventure 
and romance in such an intriguing 
setting, and I took the cocktail a lackey in resplendent green 
livery offered. 

Claire and I lifted our glasses in the gesture of a toast: “To 
the Sheiks,” she whispered. At that moment my eyes strayed 
over the rim of my glass, and I saw a tall man in the striped 
costume of an Arab chief staring at me through the slits in his 
black mask. 

It’s queer sometimes how we feel an interest in a strange 
man knowing in some unaccountable fashion that we also in- 
terest him. This man produced such an effect on me instantly 
and my heart beat faster at the thought that he might be the 
adventure I was looking for. I nudged Claire, whispering this 
hope under my breath, as I drank the iced cocktail. The 
strange Sheik seemed to be devouring me with his invisible 
eyes. He took a step or two my way, and I moved in his 
direction as if drawn forward by an irresistible force. 

Before we came together a trumpet sounded through the 
amber dimness of the vast hall. There was an audible stirring 
of breath, then a silence as if everyone were waiting for some- 
thing to happen. Suddenly a rich bass voice rumbled through 


throw myself upon the bright pil- 
lows piled high on the richly rugged 
floor when there was a soft sound in 
the dimly lighted little room. The next moment strong arms 
lifted me up, and held me in such a close embrace that I could 
neither see nor make an outcry. 

“Allien, I’ve come for you, although our numbers are not the 
same. This is a night for Sheiks. They take the girl they 
want. I’m not going to lose you,” whispered a voice that was 
like liquid mystery. 


HE man’s arms loosened. I turned my face up to his, and 
said: “But, there'll be a girl waiting somewhere for you. 
You can’t take me,” I said to dare him. 
“That makes no difference. If you do not come with me I'll 
carry you off.” 
“Where to?” I asked. I was excited by his cave-man threat. 
“T’'ll find a place. Throw somebody else out of their rendez- 
vous,” he answered. 
To make him carry out his threat to take me off, I began 
wriggling and squirming in his arms. They closed around me 


like bands of steel: 
“Let me go, let me go! You [Continued on page 106] 
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N another moment we were standing close together, our masks pulled 
away. “Allien, do you hear me?” my sheik whispered. “I'm telling you 
that I love you. Tonight is the beginning of everything.” Swept off my 
feet in that mad moment of romance it made no difference who he was. 
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A Self-Told Romance of a 


WAS a dancer in the Wine Star cabaret, where the 

roughest men of the last Far North frontier gather. 
The night Wolfclaws Colombes, the bad half-breed savage, 
gave me a silver fox fur and boasted that I was his girl, a 
handsome stranger came into the dance-hall. It seemed that 
he had been sent by Fate to protect me, but he turned from 
me in disgust because he heard Wolfclaws’s boastful lies. 
I deliberately flirted with the stranger and Wolfclaws be- 
came so enraged he attempted to take the man’s life. In the 
fight that followed the stranger knocked Wolfclaws un- 


Girl of the (‘anadian Wilds 


conscious but his own arm was so badly cut I had to take 
him to the doctor. I saw him start for his lonely cabin, 
miles away, and then discovered that Wolfclaws had gone out 
to trail him, threatening to ambush and kill him. It was 
up to me to warn him. With a borrowed sledge I reached 
the cabin before either of the men. There I found news- 
paper clippings which seemed to prove the stranger a 
murderer, a fugitive from justice. Before I recovered from 
that shock, I heard a sound at the door and found myselt 
looking into the mouth of a pistol held by Wolfclaws. 
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Follow Them Into 
the Fiidden Fastness 


of the 
White North 


VERS 


North country, rushed at me through the door of the 
mystery man’s cabin I knew I was trapped. But, I 
was desperate. Colombes must never see the newspaper clip- 
pings that revealed Barret F. Englow’s true identity as Alan 
Wendring, a hunted man, wanted for murder in New York. 
In spite of Wolfclaws’s flourishing revolver, I turned to the 
table where I had laid the clippings, bent upon seizing and 
throwing them into the fire, but the half-breed moved with 
the cruel swiftness of a lean timber wolf, and dragged me 
back. As he pulled me around to face him, I saw his beady 
eyes were glowering at the clippings that lay in full view on 
the table, and I felt that in his uncanny way he grasped 
that I had tried to destroy them. 
My right hand went for my toy-like pistol, but the half- 
breed’s was quicker than mine. He snatched the weapon and 
sent it spinning through the doorway. 


A’ WOLFCLAWS COLOMBES, the bad man of our 


“Bah! So you come here too? Sacre! I know! You come y 


to warn him. Wolfclaws ees 
to keel him. Eef you were man, 
I keel you too. But, you Jac- 
queline for M’sieu Colombes! 
Let me see what you try keep 
from me!” With those words he 
laid his pistol on a chair, grasped 
both my hands in one of his 
clawlike ones, and bent over to 
pick up the printed strips of 
paper that would betray the 
young stranger’s fatal secret. 

His bending, unbalanced body 
offered me a mad chance to get 
Wolfclaws’s pistol in my hands, 
and save Englow from death and 
discovery, and myself from 
worse than death. I broke loose 
and leaped at Wolfclaws. The 
sudden impact of my weight, 
catching him off balance, hurled 
him to the floor. I reached fran- 
tically for the pistol. But even 
sprawled out as he was, the 
breed thwarted me. Lung 
ward on his hands 
turned on me, way. 
He was on his instant 
and we wentdiite wild, tnequal 
clinch, to the floor,» fi — 

tried to free hands so 
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oo I have to sit, helpless, bound to a sledge, and watch Wolfclaws murder an unarmed 
man—the man I had come so far to save? The thought was agony, but help was closer than I 
knew. Suddenly a savage growl filled the air! A great ball of brown fur sprang at Wolfclaws. 
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OLFCLAWS swerved like a streak to shoot the big dog but for once he was up against some- i 

thing that moved faster than he did. Captain was at the bad man’s throat before he could t 

take aim. I saw the rifle flash out of Wolfclaws’s hand, thrust back by the dog's attack. iM 
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my wrists Colombes held them together with the cruel strength 
of a steel trap. 1 kicked frenziedly, screaming with the pain 
that shot up through my arms. 

You got plenty strength! That’s good! I like that,” he 
Putting more pressure on my wrists, he jerked me to 
my feet. Towering over me, Wolfclaws shoved his ugly face 
close to mine: “I feex you plenty now for what you do. I 
teach you to go against Wolfclaws. I tie you, hand and feet. 
Then I find that young pig and feex him good.” 

Whipping out a long string of buckskin from a pocket he 
made my hands fast. As he reached down to bind my ankles 
I kicked at him viciously. It was as if I had kicked a rock. 
Except for a snarl, Wolfclaws went on with the work of mak- 
ing me more helpless than ever. 


sneered 


AD I not known Woifclaws’s evil reputation I might have 

begged for mercy as he lifted me bodily, and carried me 
across the room. But the whole North country knew there was 
no mercy in the man’s heart. So I let him fling me down in 
the corner without an outcry. 

Lying there I tried to conquer my fear by remembering 
that the Voice of the North had promised that the mysterious 
young stranger would stand between me and harm. 

Surely he can’t fail me now,” I insisted inwardly. 

Meantime Wolfclaws stamped over to the table and picked 
up the clippings. Terror swept over me. We knew at Waskia 
that Colombes could read sparingly and write in scrawly 
fashion. Would he be able to deduce the truth about En- 
glow’s identity from the clippings? Apparently he knew that 
the mystery man called himself Englow. Fortunately there 
was no such name mentioned in the clippings. It was the 
scar that would identify Englow as Wendring if Wolfclaws 
knew about it. News spread like wildfire in Waskia. In tell- 
ing others about stitching the mystery man’s arm, Doctor 
McGarten would surely mention the fork-like scar which had 
impressed him so much. I could only pray that Colombes 
knew nothing of it. 

As the half-breed knit his heavy brows over the task of 
reading, I lay there waiting for some tell-tale sign or sound. 
An ominous silence grew in the cabin. Wolfclaws shattered 
it, at last, with an exultant curse. The realization that I had 
betrayed the hunted stranger’s secret reason for being in the 
Canadian woods into his enemy's hands became gall, embitter- 
ing my blood, as Colombes rushed upon me brandishing the 
clippings and shouting 

“Sacristi! I onderstan’ now. The doctor's tell me about 

that feller’s scar. Voila! Englow’s keel a man in New York. 
He’s come here to hide. Bah! the police no nevair get heem. 
Wolfclaws get heem toot sweet. Come, I tie you to my 
sledge, and you see me keel him.” 
the clippings: in his parka’s pocket Colombes 
picked me up, and bore me outside and strapped me to the 
sledge. Fearing that I might scream out he muffled my face 
with a heavy, vile-smelling bandanna handkerchief. Then he 
took the clippings, stuffed them in a little black leather bag. 
Pulling the strings tight he went over to a powerful, ugly-jawed 
husky and tied the bag to the brute’s collar. Then he went 
back into the cabin and came out with a piece of paper. He 
scrawled something on it, and with a fiendish laugh attached it 
to the bag, and freed the dog: 

“Voila! Sawtooth you go home over trail. Somebody see 
you wiz bag in Waskia. Somebody look in bag. Voila! They 
find about this feller I keel him toot de sweet, and tell 
police I keel him trying to bring him back because he’s keel 
somebody. Ha! Ha!” he gloated. 

Good heavens above, was there no limit to the evil working 
of this fiendish mind. And to think that I was responsible! 
He was sending the clippings which would betray Englow back 
to the authorities—back to that consummate man-hunter, 
Sergeant Greystone of the Royal Mounted. 

I watched Colombes lead the big malamute by the collar 
over fifty feet of his own trail. Stopping in the snow he mo- 
tioned to Sawtooth that he was to go back over the trail. 
Then, Wolfclaws turned and started toward me. My heart 
leaped as the animal trailed his master. Perhaps Sawtooth 
would refuse to obey! Malamutes had a way of being awfully 
stubborn at times 

But, if the dog was determined not to retrace his way to 
Waskia, the half-breed was twice as determined that the 
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husky should go. Mushers club and beat their dogs into 
obedience. I tried to shut my eyes to the heart-breaking 
spectacle of that big husky being brutally clubbed every time 
he whimpered. How I wished that Sawtooth’s savage nature 
would flame up in him, and send him frothing at the half- 
breed’s throat. But, Colombes was the animal’s master, and 
the dog knew it. 

Sawtooth turned tail after a last, unbearable string of blows, 
and ran reluctantly over the white snow, his nose sniffing the 
homeward trail as he ran. Colombes stood in his tracks, his 
arm upraised, waiting for the dog to dare turn back again. 
At fifty yards Sawtooth pulled up, and looked around hoping 
dumbly for a sign that would bring him back. 

Down went Wolfclaws’s arm, and he made some savage 
sound. The husky’s head snapped to the front, and he rushed 
on as if he had been clubbed again. When the woods swal- 
lowed the fleeing dog, Colombes returned, a smile of cruel 
triumph on his face. 

“Bon Dieu!” he cursed, “Men! Women! Dogs! Wolfclaws 
feex them all.” His beady eyes shifted from me to the cabin. 
He shook his fur-capped head in a pleased way. “That’s nize 
cabin for me and you, tonight. Tomorrow we go to my new 
place beyond North Indiana. Now I find Englow.” 

The words made me shudder. I knew what was in his 
mind. I began to think of death, and wondered how I might 
seek it before night. 


OLFCLAWS disappeared around the cabin, and shortly 
reappeared driving my borrowed team. What did this 
mean? 

He got his own dogs going again and we were soon within 
the shadows of the great brooding woods, striking a new 
trail. Wolfclaws was circling through the forest, hoping to 
strike the stranger from a flank, or from behind. 

Presently he stopped long enough to tether my team to a 
spruce so the young stranger would not find them if he 
should return to the cabin. The cunning wolf-devil was leav- 
ing nothing undone to achieve his full revenge. 

I can never adequately describe the mental torture of that 
ride on Wolfclaws’s sledge. The fact that I was on the way 
to witness the ambush of the only man who had ever stirred 
my heart, and that I was responsible for the ugly doom over- 
shadowing him, became acid, eating into my breast. My own 
fate did not concern me. I could only think of the man who 
called himself Englow, and pray that some miracle of the 
woods would happen to save him from the half-breed. 

Suddenly the sledge seemed to be dropping with me. It 
was diving downhill toward the lake’s shore! A great furry 
shadow crowded closer upon me with the downgrade run. 

But, when we want to give ourselves hope, we make our- 
selves believe what we would like to believe. As the sledge 
moved on, I persuaded myself that the storm had turned the 
young stranger back, that he was safe in Waskia. 

But the thought had barely passed through my mind when 
the sledge and team jerked to a sudden stop. Looking upward 
I saw Wolfclaws’s eyes had narrowed to slits under his hood. 
All the cunning, and the fierceness of the living Wild was 
written on his face. He seemed like some great forest beast, 
standing upright, scenting the approach of another. I looked 
away from him, trembling with the belief that I was really 
with someone more animal than human. The Indians said he 
was the half-brother of the wolves. 


HE sounds he had caught reached me, at last, through the 
mouth gag that half-muffled my ears. A team was in the 
woods to the left, headed our way. 

Plop, plop, plop went dog feet in the snow! But, above 
that, and the swishing of the sledge runners, I heard a voice 
that made my heart stand still. 

“Keep ’em pulling, Captain. 
voice rang out. 

A hissing, snake-like sound issued from Colombes as he 
went to his lead dog, Murdermouth, and gave the animal a 
silent sign to follow. The dogs strained forward in their 
traces, and pulled me after that sinister, fur-clad form brand- 
ishing a rifle. My throat felt as if it were going to burst 
from the suppressed desire to scream out a warning. 

Wolfclaws Colombes appeared to know just which way to 
go. Suddenly he stopped, screening dogs and sledge behind a 
group of cone pine. Raising his [Continued on page 121} 


We're almost there now,” the 
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OTH queens. Twins? No, not 

even sisters. The fact that they 
are dressed alike may be only a subtle 
indication that they are friendly rivals. 
Pitythe man that has to choose between 


Sally Rand; the Siren with the curls 
is Frances Lee of Christie Comedies. 


them! The Lorelei with the mirror is _ 
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Babe Clara Bow at the 


As a fisherman bat for the Hollywood 
he even knew he 


was hooked. Met- 


ropolitan Pictures 
Corporation 
swears that’s not 

4 fish story. 


Bets are even as to 
the outcome of this 
Metro-Metro 
bout. Louise Lor- 
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up for a “two- lightweight. She 
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she plays tennis M.4G.-M. backs her to win even if the 
mixed doubles tur out to be a “love game™ 


Look what Renée — 
Adorée caught. 
There's only one 
way to get a Ges 
out of an old shoe, 
Renee. Take it to 
a wedding 
it at 
bride and groom. 


UR grandmothers 
used to take it out 
in wishing they were 
boys while they sat home 
and made samplers; 
our sisters just go to it. 
Since there isn’t 
thing nowadays that a 
girl can't share with 
her brothers you may 
find it easy to agree with 
Lady Drummond Hay 
who tells you on page 
68 of this very issue 
how much more fun it 
is to be a woman. 


Pauline Starke goes up in the 
air to get ‘em—bare- handed. 


No highball gets past her. 
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What is so rare 
as a June day? 


| 
| 
‘ 
| | Mack Sennett 
| has this lovely 
“June Knight” 
who he thinks 
ought to inspire 
tin 


T IS considered bromidi¢ to chant that truth is stranger 
than fiction. Yet as certainly as the pine springs to the 
sun it is. 

All of which is to accentuate the veracity of this narrative 
salvaged out of the long ago with a modern dénouement. 

It was in the era of those roystering beer concert halls in 
the “Over the Rhine” days of Cincinnati. They were saw- 
dust coated places dotted with bare tables, moist and ringed 
from many glasses. 

For the price of a five cent beer one sat and watched the 
tawdry performers on a miniature stage and in their cheap 
flashy way they were interesting. There was the green wigged 
comedian with baggy pants in “songs and funny sayings.” 

There was Prof. Le Vere and his feats on the magic barrel 
and Lottie Bensley “in serio-comic songs with slides.” And 
there were also the scantily dressed girls, usually roguishly 
rouged and buoyantly bunned, who sang the choruses and then 
ambled out into the hall to mingle with men at the tables. 

It is of one of these girls I write. One night she sat down 
uninvited at a table where a friend and I were seated. 

“Gawd, what a life!” she said, somehow sensing our slight 
revulsion to tarnished youth. 

Under the stimulation of several drinks she told the usual 
story that pours from such painted lips the world over. 

She was born on one of those river shanty boats up the 
Ohio. -Her father was a worthless fisherman and both he and 
her mother were drunkards. 

At the age of twelve she had run away with a river show- 
boat troupe. There had been the usual betrayal and she had 
been eventually snagged on the outer rim of cheap theatricals 
as a beer hall chorus girl. She had a pretty name. I will not 
reveal it but it was something like Lucy Manners. I always 
remembered it as I always remembered her talk. 

“It’s a tough break for a girl,” she said. “I seem to be 
sliding to hell on a rolly coaster. Just last week a doctor told 
me I'd better get out of this atmosphere of stale beer and 
smoke and go west. He said I was getting all burned out. 

“But I’m not all bluffed. One of these days I'll meet the 
right gink and pop out of here. They get pearls from sick 
oysters and some day I'll show some good man what a real 
wife is. It has been done before and it can be done again.” 

It was the usual maudlin talk of the over-stimulated beer 
hall habitué and we paid our waiter and abruptly departed. 


HE other day in the newspapers there was a cabled dis- 
patch from a reliable news agency to American news- 
papers. For obvious reasons all names have been changed save 
that of Lucy Manners, which: is a pseudonym. Otherwise the 
dispatch read exactly as follows: 
Paris, France—Announcement of the engagement of Miss 
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Florette Duvall to the Marquis de Charveaux, a descendant of 
one of the oldest families in France, has been made. Miss 
Duvall is the daughter of Pierre Duvall, a wealthy manu- 
facturer of Sevre. Miss Duvall’s mother was the former 
American actress, Lucy Manners, whose sensational overnight 
success in Paris twenty years ago was followed two days later 
by her marriage to the rich Frenchman. Miss Manners’s stage 
career is said to have begun on an Ohio river show-boat. 
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Divorce 


S THERE an intangible bond between a man and a woman 
| who have been married, have lived together as man and 

wife, which cannot be broken, even though the two have 
sought happiness elsewhere? 

I suppose a great many people will smile at that question, 
now that divorce is almost as common as marriage. And yet, 
there is such a bond. I know. 

I smiled, myself, when my wife and I decided to part, to go 
our separate ways without blame or 
ill-feeling. We thought, or at least 


1 did, that we could wish each = 
other god-speed like two old 
friends, who had travelled life's 
road together for a while, and then 


reached a crossing. We were even 
modern enough to have dinner to- 
gether, to say good-by. Lots of 
people have done the same, I sup- 
pose. Whether they have felt as 
I felt, I do not know, but I am ] 
very sure that none of them have 1] 
ever had such an experience as came | 
to me. | 
I went away from dinner with 
my wife that -night, feeling as 
though life were about to begin ail 
over again for me. We had broken 
things up, gotten rid of our apart- 
ment, our furniture, freed our- 
selves from all the _ material 
shackles that tie people down. I 
had a sensation of freedom, of be- 
ing my own master, that I had not 
known for years. I went to my 
club, I remember, and drank a 


once and one only? 


good deal. More than was good 
for me, I'm afraid. In the morn- 
ing I felt badly, for a while, but 
things are made very easy for a 
man, at clubs. I had my breakfast 
in bed. It was a good breakfast, | 
better than I usually had at home 
And I was not forced to listen to 
any reproaches for having sat up 
too late and drank too much. Marriage is a mistake, I said. 


distance can sever? 


CONTINUED to feel that way for several months, but after 
a while the club began to bore me. Living in one room with 
nothing about me that I could call my own, the same old faces 
day after day, at the pool tables, in the card room, the grill. 
Men who seemed to have no very deep interest in life. Cynics, 
who made fun of real emotion. “I don’t want to get like 
that,” I said to myself. “I’ve got to have some sort of a 
home.” So I took what furniture I had out of storage and 
moved to an apartment hotel. 


Is The Bond Unbreakable 
Between Man and Wife? 


“A FTER we were divorced, I thought 
I could tell my wife good-by and 
go away and forget her. 


“Lots of people have done the same 
thing, I suppose,” writes the man 
who tells his story here. 


Have they? That is what SMart Set 
would like to know. 


Is this man’s experience following his 
|| separation from his wife unusual? Was 
|| he more emotional, more sensitive than | 
the average husband? 


Or was hie one who could love but 


Was he held merely by habit? Or is 
there a subtle, unbreakable bond between 
husband and wife that neither time nor 


Write SMart Ser what your experience 
has been following divorce. 
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The Ordeal of a -Man 
Who Tried to Forget 


I liked it a lot better, at first. My parlor, bedroom and 
bath seemed almost palatial, after the cramped quarters at the 
club. And I had my own things about me—pictures, books, 
bits of furniture that had come to me from my mother. I'd 
sit at home and read, night after night, and imagine that I 
was happy. When I got tired of that, I'd go out, to the 
theater or the club. Life wasn’t so bad. My business took 
up a lot of energy and thought. But sometimes I'd be pretty 
lonely in a way that musical shows, 
poker games and the like didn’t 
help. Lonely, of course, for some- 
one who cared. 

A lot of men can find that sort 

of thing with girls they wouldn’t 
! marry. Or they think they can. 
| Women to make a fuss over them 
or pretend to, at least. _I can’t. 
Affection, put on for the occasion 
like a pleasant smile, never made 
Affection you 
| Maybe I’m too 
But 


any hit with me. 
buy and pay for! 
hard-boiled. I don’t know. 
whatever it was my _ existence 


| lacked, I couldn’t find it that way. 
| 


HEN I met Rita. She was de- 
lightful. A really sincere wom- 
an. Not so very young. Twenty-six. 
Old enough, I suppose, to appre- 
| ciate such things as a_ husband, 
children and a home. She was the 
daughter of a man I’d met in busi- 
ness. I'd gone to his house one 
night to talk over a real-estate deal, 
and he introduced me to his fam- 
ily. I remember that I had dined 
rather early, that evening, and 
when ten o'clock came I was hun- 
| gry. Rita and her mother got up 
i| a little supper and afterwards, we 
| talked. I thought the girl seemed 
——— unusually sensible and clever. The 
sort of woman who could give a 
man companionship as well as love. 
She asked me to call, and I did: At the end of six months 
she had promised to marry me. I think she loved me, I was 
sure that I loved her. The day of our wedding was set. 

And then something happened so startling in its effects that 
even now I can scarcely believe it was true. 

I had left my hotel one afternoon about half-past four, to 
take my car around to the garage. I had been using it all 
day, making business calls in the suburbs, and wanted to get 
rid of it because a nasty, drizzling fog had come up. I had an 
engagement with Rita that evening but I decided it would be 
simpler to use a taxicab. 


HEX my wife and I decided to part, to go our separate ways without blame or ill-feeling, we 

thought, or at least I did, that we could wish each other god-speed like two old friends, who had 

travelled life’s road together for a while and then reached a crossing. We were even modern enough 
to have dinner together to say good-by 
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It may be that I was driving a little too fast for such 
weather. The streets were pretty slippery from the rain, but 
I was in a hurry, and there was very little traffic and practi- 
cally no one about. I'd gone perhaps three blocks, and turned 
into the side street leading to the garage, when suddenly I 
saw a woman start to cross 
right in front of me. She 
didn’t see me, I suppose, on 
account of the fog. 

I jammed on the brakes 
at once, tried to turn, but it 
was too late. My car was 
a fairly heavy one but it 
skidded on the greasy pave- 
ment and the woman went 
down, under it. I heard the 
thud of her body as it hit 
the ground. 

Horrified, I got out and 


ran back to her. She lay on 
her side, with her arms 
stretched out, a smear of 


mud across her face. I took 
my handkerchief and wiped 
it off. Then I saw who she 
was. 

The shock of that moment 
was so terrible that I groaned 
aloud. I took the woman in 
my arms and laid her in my 
car. She wasn’t dead; I 
could see her breast rise and 
fall as she breathed. In ten 

A minutes I was at the hos- 
pital. 

They rushed her to the 
accident ward, of course, 
while I demanded to see the 
resident physician. When he 
came, I grabbed his arm. 

“Doctor!” I cried, scarcely 
knowing what I was saying. 
“I’ve brought a woman here! 
She’s hurt! Badly hurt! I 
want her to have every at- 
tention! The best! Money 
is no object!” 

He looked at me curiously 
for a moment. I did not 
realize, then, that my collar 
and cuffs, my coat front, 
were covered with dirt and 
blood, that I had lost my 
hat, that my hair was stand- 
ing on end 

“Your wife?” he asked me. 


“No!” said. “What 
difference does it make. She’s hurt. I want the best surgeon 
in town.” 


He told me, then, that Dr. H was in the building 
He was one of the best men in his profession, as I very well 
knew. He was sent for at once. 

Shaking like a leaf, I watched him make the examination. 
The woman’s skull was fractured. When he straightened up, 
he said it would be necessary to operate at once. 

Will she live?” I asked, but I knew then it was a stupid 
question 

“While there's life, there’s hope,” he said, and told me to go 
down to the reception room and wait.. He would come to me 
there as soon as the operation was over. That was all I could 
get out of him, so I knew matters must be pretty serious. 

I went down to the reception room, as he advised me, but 
I couldn't stand it there. Half a dozen people were sitting 
about, pale and silent, most of them. There was terror in 
their eyes, as I knew there must be in mine. Hospitals are 
dreadful places, especially for those who can only sit and 
wait. I went out into the street and tried to smoke. 

The mist had turned to rain, by that time, but I paid no 
attention to it. I just walked up and down, up and down. 
I seemed unable to think. All I could see was that woman’s 


white face, streaked with mud. It was horrible, sickening. 
Her face. The woman who had been my wife! 


I don’t like to think of the agony I went through. The 


woman I had loved, lived with for years, up in that operating 
room—dying, maybe—through me! 


And the woman I had 
promised to marry wait- 
ing for me, to come and 
take her to the theater 
that evening. I knew I 
ought to telephone her 
and make some excuse, 
but I couldn’t do it. 
What was there to say? 
That my former wife 
was ill, dying perhaps, 
and needed me? A man 
can’t tell the woman he’s 
going to marry a thing 


like that. She wouldn’t understand it. She would say that 
my ex-wife and I were strangers now, or ought to be, that 
I'd done all I could do for her, and that my place was with 
the woman I loved. How could Rita know that ever since I 
took that limp, unconscious figure in my arms, I’d been think- 
ing of my former wife, wanting to be with her, to comfort, to 
help her. I hadn’t been thinking of Rita. She scarcely seemed 
to matter at all. 

It was there, that intangible bond I have spoken of, hold- 
ing this woman and myself together, tugging at my heart. I 
had supposed that all ties between us were broken long ago. 
Now I knew they weren’t. The courts had said so, but all 
the courts can do is to sever legal ties. Other kinds, born of 
two people having loved, no courts can touch. I'd never 
thought the thing out, before. I wouldn’t have, then, except 
for the terrible situation in which I was placed. For half an 
hour, maybe longer—I’d lost all track of time—I walked up 
and down in the rain, thinking, thinking, only to come back, 
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every time, to the one conclusion, that what happened to the 
woman upstairs was more important to me, then, than any- 
thing in the world. Anything. Or anybody. 

Presently it occurred to me that the doctor might finish the 
operation, come down stairs to see me and find me gone, so I 
threw away my half-smoked cigar and hurried back to the 
reception room. People were still there, waiting. I don’t 
believe one of them had moved. I sat in a chair and held on 
to its arms as though to keep from jumping up and going to 
the elevator. Every moment I kept thinking, “Is she alive 
yet? Is she alive yet?” I told myself she was.. The thought 
of going through life, knowing that I had killed 
her was too terrible to be borne. 

A nurse came to the door and beckoned to me. 
Dr. H she said, would see me now, in the 
resident’s office. I went in. He was alone. His 
face told me nothing. 

“Well?” I questioned. 
“She stood the operation very well.” he said. 


“Maybe I am jealous of your 
% first wife,” Rita said. “I'm 
, sorry she’s ill but why push me 
aside for someone who went out 
of your life before you met me?” 
She pulled off the engagement 
ring I had given her. “Here,” 
she said. “I guess she needs 
you more than I do.” 


“Her chances of recovery are excellent. I'm speaking of the 
fracture, of course. From certain indications, I fear she has 
sustained some injury to the spine. Too soon to tell, definitely, 
now. But I feel fairly safe in telling you that she will live.” 

“Thank God!” I whispered. Then, because the strain had 
been so great I broke down and began to cry. 

The doctor looked at me curiously. He was wondering, I 
suppose, what the woman could be to me. They had told 
him she wasn’t my wife. 

“If you will let us have the patient’s name,” he said kindly. 

I gave it to him. Her maiden name. She'd taken that, 
after the divorce. I couldn’t give him her ad- 
dress, however, because I didn’t know it. Later, 
I found out that she had been living for some 
months in a small apartment not far from mine. 
That was why she happened to be walking where 
she was, when I ran her down. 

I knew the doctor thought it queer that I 
couldn’t give him the address. Here I was, 
showing plainly 
enough that 
the woman's 
injuries, her 
life or death, 
meant every- 
thing to me, 


ae 4 and yet, I did 
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address. If she 


+ 


had been my 
wife, my sister 
or my fiancée, 
he would have 
understood, but 
as it was, he 


didn’t, and 
showed it. 
“Doctor,” I 


said, “some- 
thing terrible 
has happened to me, 
something unbelievable. 
If I could tell you about 

He must have thought 
me a little mad. Per- 
haps I acted like it. He 
looked at his watch. 

“T can give you ten 
minutes,” he said. 

I thanked him and 
began to tell him my 
story. How Id been 
married, divorced. I 
wanted him to understand, perhaps to 
advise me, what to do. I suppose I 
rambled a bit, in my excitement, about 
how splendid a woman my wife was, 
how the first break between us had 
been my fault—a quarrel over a silly 
girl, a stenographer, I'd been running 
around with. Nothing serious, really, 
but tattle-tales, gossips, malicious old women, and men, had 
made my wife think so. They had worked on her pride, her 
vanity, her self-respect and made her believe I had humiliated 
her in the eyes of the world. How, a year later, we had come 
to the parting of the ways, been divorced, with no great bit- 
terness on either side. 

Then I told him about Rita, what a fine girl she was, how 
we had planned to be married in a few days. He sat there 
listening politely enough, but I suppose he realized that I was 
pretty badly upset, and he had better humor me. 

When I came to the part about the accident and described 
how my car had skidded, how the woman had been struck, I 
broke down again, and couldn’t go on. I saw the doctor 
glance at the card on which he had just written the patient’s 
name. Then he put his hand on my shoulder. 

“And this woman, Miss V , is your fiancée,” he said. 


- “The girl you are about to marry. Terrible. Terrible. No 


wonder you feel as you do.” [Continued on page 104] 
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I Thought 
MER. 
Liked Their 
‘Women 
WILD 


Knowing Jim was there I pranced through the songs as 


I never had before. The star had backed out at the last 
minute and I took her place, so I had a better chance 
than ever to high-kick, with the girls following me 


was that girl. And I was saved by the only thing that 
ever did save a girl—love! It was my love for a man 
that saved me. It isn’t being loved that saves a woman. It’s 
her own capacity for loving. And I loved a man, loved him 
so that a great redeeming force swept over my life! Have 
you ever loved a man that way? And the right man? 
1 didn’t begin very well for at only sixteen—long before 
I knew anything at all—I was in the chorus. I, Peggy Lane, 
a big splendid overgrown girl, with a strong young body, was 
dancing in the front row and bringing down the house. I 
wasn't the fragile type. I was healthy; and I loved the sun 
and the wind and the rain and the sweet fresh air. And I took 
all that vitality with me to the footlights. 
Yet the girls liked me. I knew every line of our musical 
comedy and I could fill in anywhere. One night something 
happened in our last act. The star had been feeling groggy 
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sk is the story of a girl who was no good on earth. I 


all the evening; and in the last verse she collapsed. I heard 
the director say sharply: “Peggy, jump in.” And, like a 
flash, I sprang out of the ranks, caught the star just as she 
was going down and sang her lines: 

“And all the clouds have silver linings. when you know that 
someone cares.” 


HEN I stepped back and left her bowing, unsteady on her 

legs but able to take her curtain call, while I marched off 
with the rest of the chorus. My, but she thanked me! I was 
just a great big doll-baby, no more conscious of my own 
beauty, nor of life, than a big wax doll. 

The best thing about being in the chorus was the crowd, 
the boys. They met us after the show and took us out. It 
was a case of private dining room, drinks, and all the rest. I 
never went the limit like some of the girls, but I did not try 
to stop them. 
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Have Been 


But I did play with fire. I led a fellow on. And, when 
he had taken me some place, and started to get fresh, I threw 
him down. I did this time and again. It wasn’t sportsman- 
ship, but it was fun! Of course the same fellow never took 
me twice, but I was the handsomest, liveliest girl in the front 
row, and there was always another fellow crazy about me. 
My what a sporty crowd we had! Duke and Tex and Strike 
and a dozen others! The manager catered to them because 
it kept the show going. 


IGHTS after the show we all met in Merino’s and danced. 

As if we hadn’t danced enough! And, then, we paired off. I 
usually drew a cub who had fallen for my shape at the show. 
I would go to supper with him somewhere, then laugh at him 
and run along home and go to bed in my little hall room. 
For the chorus doesn’t pay for maisonettes in Park Avenue 
apartment houses. Don’t be fooled about that! 
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One night a new man joined our crowd at Merino’s. His 
name was James Worthing. The fellows called him Jim. He 
was in perfect evening dress and his manner was a shade more 
reserved than the others. He did not display his bank-rol! 
and he stood apart, watching us, as though not sure he wanted 
to know us. Then Susette, the girl who kicked next to me in 
the chorus, introduced us. She did it briefly: “Jim, meet 
Peggy Lane!” Then off she whirled. I stuck out my highly 
tinted pink finger tips and felt them clasped in a big warm 
hand. I lifted my head and looked into Jim Worthing’s face, 
caught the glint of his red hair, and I saw something I had 
never seen before! I saw the only man who had ever been 
worth a second glance of my practiced eyes. 

In our set we do not delay. I knew that I wanted Jim to 
date me up for that very night and drive me out somewhere 
to supper. And I wouldn’t care how late we stayed. I helped 
it along in the only way I had ever known. I smiled my big 
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baby-blue-eyes smile and said: “I’m yours tonight, Jim! 
Call a taxi!’ And-I did it in a bold, fresh way that always 
went. I was so handsome I could get away with anything. 

But Jim was engaged; Susette had him. As she was getting 
into her real ermine coat, I called her down for it. She was 
genuinely sorry:* “How did I know he was going to be the 
apple of your eye—so soon! Shake out of it, Peggy!”’ 


I was sore about Jim; and 
I’m a widder 
I was 


And I 


A ND, then, Strike came along. 
I clutched at Strike. “Take me out, Strike. 
lady to-night!’’ I had never been out with Strike. 
afraid of him. But, now! Well. he was a fellow! 
felt lonesome for the first time. 
Strike was eager: “Sure, I'll 
take you, Peggy! Get on your 
bonnet. Ill take you to the 
sportiest place in New York.” 
I hurried into my rusty blue 
velvet cape, trimmed with gilt 
braid. It was too small for me. 


love with me a little 
bit, Jim?” I asked. 
He did not answer, 
but I understood. 
He was ashamed 
of me. “Could you 
have loved me if I 
hadn't been wild?” 
I asked. “I'd never 
have left you,” he 
said, “if you had 
been a lady.” 


My clothes were never big enough. They were always cheap, 
showy, second-hands, sold at a bargain by some girl who 
had struck luck. 

We got in a taxi and Strike behaved fairly well, considering 
the hard reputation he had with the girls, but he smelt of 
oil, where the hair was slicked over the bald spot on his head, 
and his necktie was awful. 

We had a private room at the club for supper and when 
we had finished Strike said: “Now girlie! Come across!” 
He made a dive for me. I jumped and he chased me round 
and round the table. I flung it over, dishes and all. He 
grabbed me and I fought him, pitted my splendid strength 
against his; and he was as a reed in my hands. I could have 

bent him. He let me go and I flung open 

the door. Then, Strike showed his true 

sportsmanship. He _ straightened his 

roughened clothes and walked beside me, 

through that big, lighted dining-room, hold- 
he. ing my arm, as if I had been his dearest 
baby-doll. 

And, there, in the light of the big room 
sat Jim and Susette! They saw us. 
Susette waved her hand gaily, but Jim did 
not even nod. 

Two nights later Jim joined the crowd 
again. It is a gay infectious habit, the 
crowd, and you don’t even want to break 
away. I tried again to get Jim, and this 
time I succeeded. He sat down with me 
at one of the tables, and I certainly talked. 
I told him about Strike and Tex and Mug, 
how they all liked me, how I 
had been around with them all. 
I let him think I was wild. 


OU see I was only a poor 

little girl, anxious to win 
Jim. And I todk the only way I 
knew about. I had seen the girls 
work it with other fellows. but 
Jim only listened. Not that he 
wasn’t agreeable, but I didn’t 
make the headway with him I 
wanted. I wanted him to love 
me! I had seen the other girls 
get married. Jim was the only 
man I had ever really liked, and 
I wanted him to marry me. I 
knew the method. It was a 
case of out one night—a little 
flat—and “Girls! I’m married!” 
But the night out and the flat 
came first! I must try the sure 
method. 

I got out my vanity case and 
tilted the mirror. My lip-stick 
came out. Then a dab of 
powder on my nose. 

“You're pretty enough, Peggy, 
without those things,” said Jim. 

“You really think I’m pretty, 
jim?” It was the first time I 
had actually cared. 

Jim leaned across the table. 
“You're not merely pretty, 
Peggy. You're a beauty, a 
marvelous beauty! You'd take 
a prize in any beauty contest.” 

I waited for him to go on but he was silent; “Why don’t 
you date me up, Jim?” 

“After Tex and Mug and Strike?” 

I was so innocent that I really thought he was jealous; and 
I said: “I don’t care for them Jim. Ill drop them all, for 
just you.” 

But he shook his head: “Can’t do it, Peggy! 
common.” 

And I did not know what he meant. I still thought he 
was jealous. I went home that night and looked over my 
wardrobe and resolved that I would win Jim, anyway. The 
star’s gowns were almost big enough for me, and they were 


You’re too 
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gorgeous. I bought a bright scarlet chiffon, not much the 
worse for wear. 

When Jim next saw me at the midnight restaurant, I was 
decked out, and I danced in front of him like a wind of flame. 
Strike was my partner, but Jim had to dance with me and I 
resolved that, if I ever got him on the floor. I would give him 
one dance he 
wouldn’t forget. But. 
when I felt Jim’s 
strong arms around 
me, all my wild spirit 
fled. I drew a long 
breath and resigned 
myself to his arms. 
We danced together 
as if we had danced 
so all our lives. I 


felt like a happy 
angel dancing into 
Paradise. 


At the close of the 
dance Jim said 
simply: “Thank you. 
Peggy!” 

I couldn't let him 
go that way: “Aren’t 
' you going to take me 
home, Jim?” 

“Certainly!” He 
called a taxi. We sat 
side by side but he 
didn’t even put his 
arm around me so I 
asked: “Don’t you 
ever pet, Jim?” 

“Oh yes!” he 
promptly. 

“Then pet me, Jim.” 

But he didn’t. At my 
lodging he helped me out; 
opened the front door with 
my key; bowed “Good 
night!” and was gone. I 
did some crying in my pil- 
low that night. 

A lady in Jim’s high- 
toned set was giving a big 
féte down on Long Island. 
She engaged the entire 
Chorus to come down. 
When we arrived there we 
found a big shaky platform 
erected at one end of the 
ballroom. It was ten feet 
from the floor and on this we were to do our dance. There 
were twenty of us and I was as usual in the front row. The 
star had backed out at the last minute and I was told to 
jump into her place. The ballroom was crowded, ladies and 
gentlemen, glistening with jewels, white shirt fronts. A splendid 
affair with New York's smartest set there. And Jim was well 
front, almost under the ‘stage. He looked dark, splendid. 


ORD, how I danced! I pranced through the songs and 

shouted, the girls following my lead. I stood on one foot 
and flung my slipper. When a man tossed it back I caught it 
on my toe; and danced headily! 

I was leading our grand march which we did in single file, 
hands on each other’s shoulders, when I felt the floor slipping. 
The girls felt it, too. I heard it in their high frightened 
note. The stage was giving way. There was a shelf of palms 
near the exit. Quick as a flash I planted one foot upon that 
ledge and grabbed the girl next to me.. It was Susette. I 
took her by the shoulders and lowered her to the floor. She 
landed lightly on -her toes. One after another, as the scared 
girls pressed close I lowered them. The audience thought it 
was all part of our act and applauded wildly. But Jim. 
standing below, saw what was really happening. As I lowered 
the last girl the stage fell. I went down with it but Jim broke 
my fall. 

When the guests saw it was not in the act they crowded 


replied 


At first the guests in the night club thought our Sal- 
vation Army meeting was a new stunt. Jim was the 
first to realize that it was a serious service. 
to sing, but I did not look at Jim. 
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around me, but when I said that I was not hurt, they drifted 
away. 

I felt faint and Jim took me out in the grounds. He led 
me off to a little summer house and brought me a drink. 1 
took it from his hands, trembling. He gave me the warmest 
look he had ever bestowed upon me: “That was a splendid 
exhibition of strength, Peggy, 
and unselfishness! You risked 
your life.” 

He was beside me on the 
seat, holding the glass. I 
swallowed the water obediently 
like a child. I cast my eyes 
down. And, again, that 
strange feeling came over me, 
that feeling of awe for Jim. 
I had intended if I got him 
out in the garden to win him, 
but now that I was there, 
alongside him, alone, I felt 
afraid. 

“Aren’t you in love with 
me a little bit, Jim?” I would 
have leaned my head on his 
shoulder, except for that new 
feeling of awe! 

Jim looked down at me, so 
close to him on that bench, 
in the vine-draped arbor with 
the scented air enclosing us: 

“Yes, I’m a little 
bit in love with 
you, Peggy, with 
the girl you might 
have been.” 


The girl I might 
have been! “What 
do you mean, 
Jim? Could you 
have loved me if 
I was the girl I 
might have been?” 

“Yes, Peggy! So 
help me God! I 
could have loved 
you.” 

Then Jim stood 
up in front of me. 
I thought he was 
going and I put 


I began out my hand and 
clutched his coat, 
but he did not 

notice. Then he said: “I’m not lecturing you, Peggy. I 


couldn't consistently do that. I’m talking to you as sinner 
to sinner! You're going the pace and the life will get you, 
if it hasn't got you already. Good God, Peggy! I’m afraid 
of you.” 

“Afraid of me! Why are you afraid of me; Jim?” 

Jim laughed: “Don’t play innocent with me, Peggy, after 
all you’ve told me. You are the prettiest girl I ever saw and 
the most generous! Didn’t I see you jump in and help the 
star that night she fainted? I was in the audience and saw it 
all. Didn’t I see you save the girls to-night? And you so 
bad! It doesn’t seem possible, Peggy!” 

I wanted to cry out that it wasn’t true, all I’d told him, 
about Tex and Mug and Strike; that I just loved him. 


PUT my arms on the back of the wooden bench and buried 

my head. “Oh, Jim, can’t you ever love me?” 

He lifted my face in both his hands and held it to the 
light: “I’m in love with the girl you might have been! I’m 
afraid it’s too late for anything else, now, Peggy. I saw you 
and Strike come out of that room together that night. Oh. 
if you could have seen yourself, Peggy, and you so pretty! 
The pity of it!” He turned away as if he could not bear the 
sight of my face. 

I caught him. “Look at me, Jim. I am the girl I might 
have been. There never was anything [ Continued on page 124} 
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; DO not know if I am a bad girl,” 
began my visitor. Then noting 
the surprise which must have 

shown on my face she hurried on, “The 

world might think so, but I cannot be- 
lieve it!” 

She was young, expensively though 
modestly dressed, and cultured, unmis- 
takably a lady by birth and breeding. She was pretty, too, 
though there were deep shadows under her troubled blue eyes. 

“You see,” she went on, halting from embarrassment, “the 
man I loved died, before we could marry.” 

Then, as comprehension began to dawn on me she hurried 
on, a pleading ring in her voice, “Please don’t judge me too 
quickly! I need your help!” 

To be Probation Officer in The Woman’s Day Court in New 
York City is to participate actively in a soul clinic where the 


By Alice Smith 
Probation Officer 
Woman's Day (ourt, New York 
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hearts of erring women, buffeted by sin, 
come under the pitiless scalpel of ex- 
posure. Here are brought for man’s 
judgment, not only the pitiful Sister- 
hood of the Streets, hardened, hopeless 
and contemptuous, but also the foolish 
novice, taking her first oblique steps 
and still but lightly touched by vice. 
Here, too, come the unfortunate girls whose sin has quickly 
found them out. 

To be placed in virtual control of ‘these errant girls by the 
Court, charged to win their confidence, to guide them and 
watch them and help them over the rough spots, until they 
win back to self respect and self confidence or are given up as 
hopeless, is a sad duty but one not without compensations. 
Out of the confidences of these struggling souls one gets a 
new understanding of the so-called Social Sin, an understand- 
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ing of its many degrees and changing aspects, an appreciation 
also of the varied pitfalls and temptations which beset girls of 
differing mould and different moral resistance. And one who 
keeps open eyes and mind will come to realize that “frailty” 
is more often a result of weakness than of vicious intent. 

Saddest figures of all in the dreary assemblage are the 
young girls about to become unwed mothers. And next to 
them in sorrow are their parents. The hardest task of a pro- 
bation officer, I think, is to tell an unsuspecting mother or 
father that their daughter, their little girl, is branded by the 
shame that has carried odium to women since the beginning 
of time. Sometimes the knowledge of a girl’s misfortune de- 
velops incidentally in a court proceeding, often to the surprise 
of the victim herself. Sometimes the parents or friends of a 
girl come in search of advice, and occasionally a harried girl 
will, of her own volition, come seeking guidance or vengeance 
on her betrayer. But never before had one come like this cul- 
tured girl who was not seeking material help, but only light 
that she might find her own way out of the wilderness. 


SUALLY the girl in such a plight is inarticulate, muted by 


shame, or bravado, or inability of expression. But this girl 
was different! Not different 
in her mental reactions, but 
different because she was 
both able and eager to voice 
the turmoil that racked her 
soul. 

She had scarcely begun 
her explanation when it be- 
came clear that in voicing the 
old, old story of a woman’s 
shame she was striking a new 
note, or at least a note that 
the near-sighted world seems 
always to have overlooked. 
This was a modern girl with 
a modern viewpoint, a girl 
whose sensibilities had been 
heightened by culture, en- 
vironment, imagination. She 
was facing the ancient prob- 
lem not in the ancient way 
of submission, but after the 
way of the girl of today who 
reasons out things for her- 
self. 

Listening closely, I came to 
realize that she was voicing 
the sorrows of the Pitiful 
Sisterhood, her story the 
composite of a million others, 
a human document baring 
the conscience of frail wom- 
anhood. And _ because it 
opens a new vista I have 
set down the story as the 
girl told it to me. If the 
words seem disjointed and 
hysterical at times, re- 
member they are hers and 
that, it seems to me, they 
help to disclose more 
vividly than any of mine 
could the conscience of a 
modern, intelligent wom- 
an harassed by the old 
problem. She began: 

“T want you to under- 
stand that my anxiety is 
not about myself. The 
penalties I may have to 
pay do not concern me in 
the _least. Something 
deeper tortures me. There 
are terrible problems that 
no one but an unmarried 
girl who faces maternity 
could even imagine. 

“Again and again I 


rebel. I ask myself if a just and merciful God could so tor- 
ture a helpless woman! Then I know it is not He! Nothing 
out of the hand of the Shepherd could be both good and bad 
at the same time, a vision of heaven and a taste of hell! 

“Day and night, sleeping and waking, I am forever thresh- 
ing my problem over and over in my mind. Doubts assail 
me, terrible uncertainties! I am groping in every direction 
and get nowhere. Even my dreams—nightmares always—are 
full of contradictions. Grim figures mock and menace me, 
suggesting suicide, terrible iniquities, murder—if it is murder, 
as I have been taught, for a woman to avert maternity. 


me NLY a woman who has felt the touch of an awakening 

life can possibly understand how much I want my babe 
I stand in dread of what I face but all the while a sort of 
glory suffuses me. Already, shadowy hands are at my breast, 


in the dark my ears strain suddenly to faint imagined cries. 
Moist, fragrant baby lips are pressing against mine in my day 


CT HIS gloomy looking build- 

ing, Jefferson Market 

1 Court, in New York City, is 

a something more than a judg- 

ment seat where punishment 

is meted out. It is a soul 

clinic—a place where girls like 

this one bring their heartaches 

. for healing, a place where 

their mistakes are understood 

and corrected, a place where 

mercy tempers justice. Its m- 

fluence is far reaching, touch- 

ing as it often does, through 

a mothers who offer them no 

legal passport, the lives of 
children yet to come. 
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dreaming! How can I give it up! All the joy I had in my 
dead lover, all our deathless faith and hope, all that was sub- 
lime in our love is crystallized in this divine miracle—in my 
‘shame,’ as the world will call it. 


“DUT even though I am thinking of my babe’s father with 

a love that is deathiess, I know that this sublime feeling 
within me is not because I sense his reincarnation. It is more 
than that. It is the touch of the strongest force in the uni- 
verse, the mother instinct. Where would the world be with- 
out the call of maternity? Blame it for our irailties! But 
for its resistless urge would any woman be a mother? 

“Now I know the real penalty that every unwed mother 
must pay. It is not the physical torture, not the odium that 
awaits her. It is that she must choose between her two 
strongest instincts, instincts that in sanctioned motherhood go 
hand in hand, while in my plight one instinct is pitted against 
the other. Either she must betray her urge for motherhood 
or she must be false to that other divine instinct, the protec- 
tive instinct, miracle of motherhood, the most sublime fact 
in sentient life. For unless she puts aside her yearning for 
her babe, sacrificing it to the conventions, why then she be- 
trays her child to a life of trouble 
that nothing will ever enable it 


given, easing the pang of my lover’s loss. For a day that feel- 
ing lasted. Between each paroxysm of grieving for my sweet- 
heart came the balm of maternal prospect. 

“But presently doubts began to creep in—ugly, torturing 
doubts. I was assailed by a realization of my true plight. 
There is a limit to human endurance. My mind suddenly 
gave way to. brain fever. They tell me I babbled foolish 
things about babies, but they blame it on the disorder oft my 
fevered brain. 


a HAT is what they still think. They think each sob wrung 

from the depths of my heart is for my lover, when chiefly 
it is for my babe-to-be. When the ordeal of doubt through 
which I am passing shows itself in occasional outbursts they 
think it is due to self pity for my loss. The loss of my lover 
is swallowed up in this greater problem that, after all, is as 
much his as mine! That is what I tell myself when some- 
times my heart accuses me of disloyalty in putting our babe 
first. It seems sometimes almost as though he were by my 
side trying to comfort me. The air tingles with his presence 
as though he were straining against shackles. I cry, ‘Oh, my 
love why cannot you reach by the barrier and guide me! In 
a love like ours and a plight like 
ours, surely God would not stand 
in the way! Pray to the Holy 


to surmount. 
“I want my baby and I would 

have it at any cost to myself! 
But do my _ aching. desires 
transcend the rights of the babe? 
What shall I do? I am frantic! 
Doubts—doubts—nothing but 
doubts! One moment I see the 
right path stretching straight be- 
fore me, the next moment I am 
immured in the quicksands of un- 
certainty. I have talked with 
others, about a mythical girl in 
trouble. I have read. I have 
sifted out exactly what I know 
my parents and my friends would 
think, and out of it comes chaos. 
One viewpoint counsels one 
course, another viewpoint some- 
thing entirely different. I- get 
nowhere, and my time is short— 
I mean the time left for me to 
pick and choose. 


““T HAVE no shame in the start 
of my trouble. Perhaps I am 
wrong. I know that we loved 
with a divine fire that made ev- 
erything seem right between us. 
Ours was a passion that tran- 
scended self. And when the 
truth dawned upon us we exulted. 
That was the sort of love we felt. 
“I remember how we used to 
go through stores, hand in hand, 
eyes clinging, inspecting tiny gar- 
ments. He wanted his gift to be 
the first thing our babe should 
wear. Pink or blue? That was 
our biggest problem. 
man, declared it would be a boy. 
And so a boy it is in my every 
thought. I wore a wedding ring, the ring that was to be the 
symbol of our union. How the salesgirls used to smile at me 
with women’s understanding and congratulations. 

“Then one day in a subway train I saw a newspaper extra 
recounting the fall of an elevator in an office building. My 
boy’s name flashed before me, first in the list of the victims! 
I was told an old negro woman brought me home. I thank 
God that the blow was heavy enough to dull my senses. 

“Mine was a dull, slow awakening to the agony of realiza- 
tion like the recovery of a surgical patient from the anesthetic. 
It gave me a chance to gain control of myself, to hold my 
secret. God, how I wanted to shriek it out at first! 

“Then gradually a new feeling came to me as I remembered 
more clearly the babe to come. This secret of mine was God- 


it should be solved. 


will be returned. 


The Right to 
MOTHERHOOD 


Prize Letter Contest 


HOULD MARRIAGE be the only 
gateway to MOTHERHOOD? 


Have you ever known a woman who loved 
not WISELY but too well? Are you your- 
self that woman? If so, what has been the 
world’s ATTITUDE toward you? 
should the world’s attitude be? 


Read the article beginning on page 42 
and then tell us what YOUR experience 
with tnis age-old problem has been and how 


For the best letter on “The Right to 
Motherhood,” SMart Set will give a prize 
of $10; for the second best, $5; for the third 
best, $3; and for each of the seven next best, 
$1 each. Contest closes April 30, 1927. 


Smart Set Editors will be the judges and 
first consideration will be given to letters 
based on personal experiences. 


Mother to intercede, as I am al- 
ways praying. She is a mother— 
understanding ! This innocent 
babe is as much a part of you as 
of me and but for His will it 
could not be!’ 

“So it went for weeks, this re- 
lentless seeking, so it still goes, 
leaving me baffled at every turn. 
And if at times my reasoning 
seems hysterical, remember I am 
still frantic from floundering in 
the wilderness. 

“Tt is a mercy for mankind 
that sorrow does not need to show 
its real cause. Yesterday, I 
heard my father whisper to my 
mother that at last I was becom- 
ing reconciled. 

“Reconciled—think of that! 
Why it is only beginning. Each 
day the torture becomes less bear- 
able. If I do not soon find some 
answer I do not know what I 
shall do. Strange to say the 
thought of self destruction never 
enters my mind. No doubt the 
shadowy hand of the babe takes 
care of that. It is that hand, 
perhaps, that stays many an un- 
fortunate girl who under lesser 
trouble would end it all. 


What 


“COMETIMES I wonder if I am 
No letters || specially tuned to suffering. 
| Surely, not every girl in my trou- 
ble goes through the torment that 
| constantly afflicts me. Perhaps 

my education has something to 
do with it, or my imagination. I 
used to pride myself on these. 
Better far that I had been a dull clod with a vision that did 
not reach beyond the material. That is the price we pay for 
culture, an increased capacity for suffering. I could not have 
inherited my temperament from my parents. Though my 
mother is emotional her troubles never bite below the surface. 
My father is too cold, too practical, too submissive to the 
afflictions of mankind ever to have planted the seed of the 
rebellion that tosses me ceaselessly. 

“It seems grimly funny to me—the kindness he is show- 
ing—a tenderness that I never suspected he possessed. But, 
oh, if he knew the cause of my sorrow how different it would 
be! My mother is his opposite, ready with sympathy for 
everybody. She does her best to console me with a certain 
argument, not knowing that each [Continued on page 102) 
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He Was Too Lazy to Love and Too 
Lazy to Work—So Ir Was Up to 
Me to -Make a Great Pitcher of | 


ush 


February and ended along towards the last week in March. 
The rest of the months were waste. 
From the middle of February until, at latest, the first of ' 
April, the little Texas town of Lissom Springs, where I lived, 
throbbed with life and excitement. During that time the thirty- 
odd baseball players, the dozen newspaper correspondents, 
" and the attachés of the New York Trojans baseball club woke 
our tiny town from its lassitude, and filled its streets 
with laughing, engaging life. 

I knew the veteran baseball players and the vet- 
eran baseball writers from one season to another, be- 
cause my father, Don Payne, owned the only hotel 
in the town. Since most of its prosperity depended 
on the baseball club’s patronage, despite the health- 
giving value of its springs, I helped out in the rushed 
training period by acting as cashier in the dining 
room. 


Pre me the year began some time about the middle of 


Although I was only twenty-two, in the 
six years I had been helping my father I q 
had seen many a change, and haa become ; 
familiar with the ways of big league base- 
ball players. i 

They came, shy, fearing to meet the 
world. Some of them lasted through the PY 
training period and then went 
into the largeness of New York. : 

They returned with two and 
three gorgeous wardrobe trunks. , 
They owned cars; expensive, 


I have seen speed; watched pitchers so 
fast that, as the players said, “there was 
smoke on the ball when it went past” 
but never have I seen as much speed as 


George Blaine unleashed then. 
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vlittering cars. They spoke of this and that great favorite of 
the stage as their familiars. They knew movie heroes and 
heroines 

The real veterans, the men who were maybe thirty years 
old and were at the very top of their fame, were nearly always 
nice and considerate. 

Big Fred Wayne, the greatest pitcher in the world, they said, 
ilways remembered me. Every year when he came down 
to Lissom Springs, he would 
slouch over to my cage in 
that soft friendly way of his, 
and hand me a package, say- 
ing huskily: 

Now don’t let my missus 
know I brought you this. 
She'd scratch my eyes out if 
she knew.” And then we 
would laugh, for I knew that 
the big, good-hearted man 
never had a secret from his 
adored wife in his life. 

And a little later Dolly 
Wayne would stop for a chat 
with me, and ask me how I 
liked the dress, or the lin- 


gerie, or whatever it was her husband had brought 
me. And she'd tell me how she had shopped 
around New York for it, until she found just the 
exact shade, because Fred was so particular to get 
the right thing for me. 

“He says you’re his mascot,” she’d always tell 
me. “I’m a little jealous of the way you cheered 
him up when he was in the dumps his first year 
here. Fred never will forget how you helped him. 
He says that but for your perking up his spirits he would have 
gone home, and given up. So I’m your debtor, too, because if 
he hadn’t come to New York, I might never have met him.” 

It was nice of Fred to think of me that way, because his first 
season as a rookie with the New York Trojans was my first 
year helping father. 

“We started our careers the same time,” the big pitcher 
would say. 


E HAD been a big, shy boy from some backwoods town, a 
town even smaller than Lissom Springs, if that was pos- 
sible, and he used to be so discouraged because the veteran 
players against whom he pitched always seemed to know just 
what he was going to pitch. Old Bill Mullins, the manager, 
said he had a habit of tipping his delivery, and it was very 
dificult for him to learn to throw everything with exactly the 
same motion. 
I used to go for walks with him at night, and tell him what 
Wad had told me about the difficulties other famous stars had. 
There were others, too, I helped that way. It became sort 


laughingly. 
tain’t altogether wrong.” 


Ts A short while we became very good friends. 


told me, so I didn’t do much dancing myself that season. 
right obligin’ of you not to,” George said, “an’ I feel a little 


of a habit for me to pick out the shyest of the rookies each 
year, and try to help him gain that confidence in himself which 
he needed to make good in major league baseball. 

“Mother Miriam,” some of the players called me, although 
I was younger than nearly every one of them. 

I took pride in seeing the ones I had mothered make good 
and come back, a year later, already famous. Somehow, I 
felt that I had a small share in their triumphs. 

It was always a sad moment when the Trojans broke camp. 
There they were, going off to the great cities of the land, to 
the glittering theaters, to the magnificent hotels, to everything 
success could supply, while I was left to the lonesomeness and 
idleness of deserted Lissom Springs, with no joy but the 
vicarious one of reading in the newspapers about the doings 
of the men T knew. 


As the two men glared at each 

other, I stood between them 

trembling like a leaf, too 
aghast to say a word. 


They were coming back again, the Trojans. Rookies first, 
a full week of them. Then came all the veteran players. 

A big, sandy-haired boy from North Carolina was among 
the newcomers, a: boy of, say, twenty-four, but so unspoiled 
that he seemed younger. Six feet two he stood, a young moun- 
tain giant, weighing one hundred and ninety pounds, and yet, 


beneath his shambling shyness, as lithe as a panther. 


George Blaine was his name: and his nickname, I learned, 


was “Easy.” 


He told me that himself. 
“Yes, Miss, ‘Easy’ is what they call me,” he confessed, 


“It’s a polite way of saying ‘lazy’ an’ I reckon 


We went to 
the movies a lot together, even on the nights when the 


weekly dance was being held. 


“TI ain’t much account at this yere dancin’,”’ George Blaine 
“It’s 
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guilty that I should.be spoilin’ your fun, but I reckon I’m a 
mite selfish, as well as lazy. It’s a bad combination, ain’t it?” 

We went for walks together, in the white of the Texas moon, 
after the movies. Or, again, we sat on the hotel porch and 
rocked softly until the eleven o’clock bed hour came, talking 
or listening to the Trojans’ quartet, over in the corner, har- 
monizing the old sentimental favorites. 


NCE George’s big hand reached over and covered mine. 
He squeezed it gently, while my heart quivered in a new 
and amazing excitement, then he withdrew it swiftly. 

“Reckon I’m makin’ a nuisance of myself,” he whispered. 

“No,” I answered huskily. 

“Reckon I am, though,” he insisted and for the rest of the 
evening he was silent. 

Dolly Wayne spoke to me when I was going to my room. 

“He's a nice boy, Miriam,” she said. “A nice, clean boy, and 
he only needs someone to wake a spark of ambition in him. I 
hope——” but she broke off without saying what she hoped, 
and then suddenly took me m her arms and kissed me. 

I cried that night before I went to sleep. It was the first 
time in my life I remembered crying from anything other than 
lonesomeness. 

It became more and more apparent at each practice that 
George Blaine’s nickname, “Easy,” was justified. He just 
couldn't, or wouldn't, perform as a big league pitcher must. I 
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“So that’s why you wouldn't go to the movies with me?” said George 

Blaine. The air was tense with anger. 

Bradley answered, “I don’t think you are entitled to explanations, 
but I took the lady out for a ride to ask her to be my wife.” 


“Look here, bush leaguer,” 


had watched enough baseball to realize that he was not making 
good, and some of the conversation I overheard confirmed this. 

One day, towards the end of the training period, Bill Mullins 
was standing at the cigar counter, beside my cashier’s cage, 
puffing on a big cigar. The grizzled, wise old manager was 
chatting with Artie Schwartz, his assistant and one of the best 
judges of baseball players in the game. 

“Blaine’s a mystery to me,” Mullins confessed. “He's got 
everything a pitcher needs, but he doesn’t deliver. I guess I 
can’t waste any more time on him. Have to let him out.” 

“He’s worth more trouble, if there’s a possible chance,” 
Artie Schwartz argued. “That boy can be the greatest of them 
all, if he only gets started once.” 

“Maybe you're right, Artie; maybe you are. But I like 
self-starters, myself. I’m getting to be too old a man to spend 
my life trying to crank a motor that won’t turn over.” 

“Still, you ought to give him one more whirl, chief.” 

“Well, maybe one,” Bill Mullins agreed, as he walked away. 


IG FRED WAYNE had told me the same thing about 
him; and so had Bradley Lord, the great outfielder and 
batter, who had been one of my pets a few years back. 

“Blaine can be just as good as he wants to be,” Bradley 
Lord said, “but, to tell you the truth, Miriam, he doesn’t seem 
to want to be very good. You ought to get hold of him and 
pep him up. You can do it, if you try.”” [Continued on page 134] 
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Usctim of Circumstances 


—— in New York, and youthfully eager for a good time 
I accepted an invitation to attend the opera with my em- 
ployer, John L. Karby. Afterwards, under pretense of taking 
me to a restaurant, he took me to his own apartment, where 
we were trailed by Mrs. Karby’s detectives seeking evidence 
on which to divorce him. Innocent of any wrong I was 
nevertheless named as co-respondent and the scandal killed my 
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Seeking justice, I went to the office where I had 
formerly been employed and found Mr. Karby in conference 


mother. 


with his wife to whom he had been reconciled. I was ordered 
out. I almost fainted as I reached the door, but a courteous 
young gentleman took me home in his car. I was grateful 
to him until I discovered that he was Kenneth Karby and then 
I wanted him to get out of my sight. 
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“TT UST one more word,” Kenneth said quickly. “I am going 
to see you again some time. Remember that! You know 
whether you are on the square or not. If you are, you 

can count on one friend in the Karby family. If you are 

crooked, expect nothing from me. Good-by, Miss Lane.” 
I was in my shabby little bedroom face to face with 
myself. What was I to do? What could I do? I could con- 


[respasses 


was the 
cleverest robbery 
I ever heard of * 
Mrs. Karby 
said. “Miss 
Gray here held 
me im conversa- 
gest that you tell 
that to the 
police,” said my 
employer. 


tinue my present occupation as a mannikin in the cloak and 
suit house. I could go back to all that hated life. 

But now, knowing that my chance for vindication in the 
courts was forever past, the thought of going back filled my 
very soul with loathing. I wanted, oh so desperately, to be 
free from the poisonous atmosphere of scandal! I wanted to 
stand alone, clean. The defensive attitude, the hard shell of 
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I was now Kathleen Gray. The no 

torious Savannah Lane was gone. I was 

the kind of girl who would be a safe 
governess for young children 


sophistication that I had been forced to assume, weighed on 
me with painful, crushing cruelty. 

Oh, if my beloved mother had only been alive, I could have 
flown back to her sheltering arms, I could have swept my sor- 
row out on her understanding heart, and been soothed as a 
child, but I stood alone! My father, with his cold New Eng- 
land conscience had cast me off. 

I was nineteen; a woman in form, but in my heart a hurt, 
trembling child. If there had only been one friend to whom 
I could have turned, but- when I thirsted for love and under- 
standing and kindness, my love was unslaked in the burhing 


desert that is called New York. 


ITH all my heart, I wanted love. I wanted to feel the 

sweet soul-comforting vibrations of that most wonderful 
of all human emotions. I wanted to be loved and I wanted to 
give love. The yearning for it became a tortuous desire. I 
wanted love, clear-eyed and innocent, uncontaminated by the 
sordid substitute that expresses itself in caresses and sin. I 
wanted the real thing. I wanted to be filled to overflowing. 

A secret voice spoke to me: 

“To find love, first you must give it.” 

Whence came that voice? Why was it there arose in me a 
new self, charged with infinite wisdom? Again the clew to all 
human happiness was repeated in simple words that wrote 
themselves across my mind, that spelled out a message as 
though traced by a moving finger. Strange! On a few, pitifully 
few, occasions, I have been so guided by some such mystic 
advice. 


iim “To find love, first you must 
give it.” 

Yes, that was the present solu- 
tion of all my troubles. To give 
love. Something warm, almost 
maternal, began to grow in my 
heart. Surely, with its teeming 
millions, there was a real need for 
love in New York. Yes, a tragic 
need; a need that could be, in 
some way, linked up with by own 
necessity. Love, free from blight, 
free from suspicion, free from the 
soul corrupting madness of hu- 
manity’s inhumanity. I thought 
of the pure love of a little child. 
I had taken the first step to fol- 
low out the clew that had been 
given unto me. 

Children! Why not? Surely, 
somewhere within my reach was 
a home where I might be with 
children. A lingering streak of 
personal pride turned me from 
the idea of being a nurse. I was 
sincere, yet I had my share of 
human vanity. Nevertheless, I 
bought a newspaper and turned 
to the Help-Wanted section. 

Columns of jobs stared out at 
me, but always with the objec- 
tionable social drawback of 
domestic service. Something in 
me revolted against being a nurse 
or a cook, second girl or a house- 
keeper. I, Savannah Lane, was 
not born for domestic servitude. 
Mine, I felt, was a different 
caliber. Then I noticed one brief 
advertisement : 


GOVERNESS wanted to 
care for two children five and 
seven years old. Long Island 
home. Good wages. Dignified 
position. 

A governess! 

The word to me had a certain 
distinction, almost a charm, with 
its hint of educational association. 
A governess should be a lady. 

Yes, but Savannah Lane, in the eyes of the world, was dis- 
tinctly not a lady. My name was so notorious, so fresh in 
the public eye that it was a brand of shame. In no self- 
respecting house would I be admitted. I knew that. 

But there was a way! 

I would discard my own name as though it were a soiled 
and tattered garment. An assumed name, a form of deceit, 
but within my power. I had the ability to blot out forever 
the Savannah Lane of unsavory repute. 

I read the advertisement again with growing interest. This 
was my chance if I cared to take it—the way out, my open 
door. If not this particular position then a similar one. Yet 
this opportunity seemed exactly the one I needed. 

I wrote a letter of application to see how my qualifications 
would shape up on paper. 


E children, the advertisement had stated, were five and 
seven years old. My education, surely, was sufficient. I had 
graduated from high school with splendid marks. Good breed- 
ing—I paused thoughtfully with the pen-holder between my 
teeth. Frankly, I admitted to myself that I might be defic- 
ient in polish, in a thousand little tricks of manner and be- 
havior, but I knew, instinctively, that good breeding meant 
nothing more than consideration for others. 

The letter lay written before me awaiting the signature. 
What should I call myself. At this crisis, I searched my soul 
to see if I had the courage to slip out of my shell, to bid 
good-by forever to the girl and the personality and the name 
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Young Karby looked at me and smiled. “You don't talk like a bad one,” he said, “and I don't believe 


you are. 


I had always known. It was no easy matter to step out of 
myself and become another person. Tears got in my eyes, 
and the written application was a blur before me. 

All of this hesitation, I told myself, was silly. I wrote down 
the first name that came into my head. For no reason at all 
it was “Kathleen Gray”. 

Kathleen Gray! No sooner had I written down the name 
than the interest in this new personality began to grow. Who 
was Kathleen Gray? Where had she come from? What did 
the future hold for her? 

With a queer little thrill I realized that I had the power of 
creating a new human being; that I could give to Kathleen 
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I think you're a darned nice girl and I'm going to help you.” 


Gray almost any character or history I chose. She was a 
new person in this world, and I could mould her after my 
own desires. 

I went to the mirror and looked at myself. I was Kathleen 
Gray. As for a background, I decided to retain my own; my 
own home life and upbringing, before I came to New York, 
would stand, with merely the change of the family name from 
Lane to Gray. 

Kathleen Gray had come to New York, had worked as a 
stenographer for a while and had then decided to change her 
occupation. I smiled a little, seriously. Already I had begun to 
feel a subtle change creeping through [Continued on page 127] 
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“I kept my word,” said Garth. “I got 
your letters back. Now we're through. I'm 
not working for you any longer and from 
now on you'll keep your hands off this girl.” 


ove 


ODAY people no longer 
believe that women can 
be made slaves, except, perhaps, in Oriental countries. 
They no longer believe that in modern America a woman can 
be under the absolute dominion of a man whom she loathes, 
in reality his slave. 
Yet I, who write this, have been a slave, the victim of a 
man I hated and yet from whom I could not escape. 
I wonder if I can picture for you the kind of home in 
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which I grew up? My whole story depends upon that. 

It was a small city in Massachusetts. My father was a 
clergyman, a simple, kindly man who believed whatever was 
told to him. My mother was from stern, Puritan stock, but in 
her grim way, underneath her cold and pious manner, I knew 
she loved me, her only child, with all her heart. 

When anyone stops to remember the war, it seems aston- 
ishing that it was so long ago. To me it seems only yester- 
day when I knew young Tom Marley, from Camp Devens, 
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winds. That night 
I telephoned a lie 
to my people, say- 


and experienced the feverish emotions of those thrilling days. 

I was seventeen. Tom was in his early twenties. He had 
been one of the secretaries of the big politician, Senator K—— 

In those impulsive, almost hysterical times Tom and I 
told each other that we were terribly in love. I knew my 
father and mother would have frowned upon any love affair 
at my age, but like all young, romantic girls, I felt I was 
old enough to know everything. So I concealed my feelings, 
letting them think that Tom was just a young soldier who 


If You Were 
Enslaved 
By One You 


Feared 
Wouldn't You Love 


the -Man 
Who Rescued You? 
Then What 
if He, too, Turned 


Traitor? 


came over to see me now and then from 
Devens, that he was only a casual friend. 

Then Tom had a week’s leave. His 
people were dead, and he was terribly 
lonely. He came to my town and stayed 
there, and I saw him all that week. 

On the last afternoon of his leave he 
confessed to me that he had a premoni- 
tion he wouldn’t live through the war. 

He asked me to marry him right away 
without telling anyone, before he left for 
the front. In the glow of the moment I 
promised to do so on his next leave. 

And then, driven 
by one of those 
storms of emo- 
tion which seem 
to make every- 
thing else trivial, 
I flung my cau- 
tion and my 
mother’s austere 
training to the 


ing that I was 
staying with a 
friend. 

I did not know when I kissed Tom good-by in the morning, 
it was in reality, for the last time, 

No, he was not like the villain of a story. I know he meant 
to marry me. Sometimes I even think that in his last hours 
he must have been tortured by his inability to keep his word. 

For when, after weeks of silence, weeks of doubt and shame, 
I went almost frantically to Camp Devens to find out why he 
did not answer me, I learned the bitter truth. 

In that unforgotten and devastating attack of influenza 
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As I mended Garth's coat | had a sudden mspiration. 


which swept the camp like fire, Tom Marley died. His pre- 
monition had been right though he had never reached the 
front 

No use describing my dismay, my grief, on that morning 
when I heard the news. White-faced and terrified, I wandered 
out of the office. I felt if I didn't have someone to advise 
me, someone to comfort me, I would go mad. And I couldn't 
tell my people. It would break my father’s heart, destroy my 
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I took out the letters that | carried with 


found at last a hiding place I could trust. The 


mother’s pride. They couldn’t understand or sympathize. 
It was an evil morning for me—that morning I learned that 
Senator X had arrived at the camp that day to make an 
address to the soldiers. 
The Senator was Tom’s former employer and in my hun- 
ger to talk to someone who had known Tom, I went to him. 
He was a red-faced man, with the manner of one accus- 
tomed to large dealings and with a wide range of experience 
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me night and day and slipped them under the ling. Then I sewed them up inside I had 


things that meant my freedom were now safe. 


It seemed to me he must be at least as old as my father. 

In my simplicity I poured out my whole story. I noticed 
that he questioned me a good deal, and I thought it was 
merely because I had excited his sympathy. 

What he should have done, of course, is clear. He should 
have sent me home with a few words of friendly counsel. I 
was an ignorant and frightened girl. 

Instead he found out everything, where I lived, my parents’ 


position, their attitude towards me, their love for me. Then 
he told me he would communicate with me later on. 

I smile grimly now when I recall how I thanked him. 

I went home, thinking of poor Tom. He had been kind; 
he had really loved me. I mourned him now, and told myself 
I'd never forget. 

It was just about two weeks later and while I was still 
dazed from the shock of what had [Continued on page 140] 
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Es. 


In fact, 
we were fairly good friends before Tom and I were 
engaged 

We belonged to the same church society. 


] MEANT to love her when I married her son. 


I had served at 
her table at a church fair. She was lovely to me and I 
liked her 

She often spoke to me of her son and one night when he 
called at the fair to take her home I met him. 

I was attracted to him at once. He had the same kind of 
dark eyes that his mother has, only hers are bright while his 
are soft and gentle. His manner towards her is ideal. I ad- 
mired it then. I have grown weary of it since. 

Tom Maitland’s father died when he was a baby, leaving his 
widow with a too-small income. She was determined that her 
son should have a college education such as his father had 
had. To this end she developed her one talent, writing. She 
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“TF MY home is ever broken up,” 

writes this wife, “it will not be 
because I have ceased to love my 
husband. It will be because of a good 
woman—my mother-in-law.” SMART 
Set had thought mothers-in-law were 
no longer problems. But perhaps we 
are wrong. Has this wife just cause 
for complaint? What have you young 
married folks, as well as you mothers- 
in-law, to say about the situation 
Who 
is really at fault in this home? 


revealed in this true story? 


Marry 


is fond of remarking that with her pen she kept the wolf 
from the door and poked Tom through school and the uni- 
versity. 

The first time I heard her say this was when I knew the son 
only slightly. I saw the smile with which he greeted her 
remark. I thought myself that it was rather humorous, but 
I was not in love with Tom at that time. 

Had I a daughter, I would advise her never to marry the 
only son of a widow. 

I know people say that a good son makes a good husband. 
He does, perhaps, if his mother lets him. Often he has such 
a strong devotion for his mother that it affects all his other 
relations in life. A psychoanalyst explained to me that this 
is what is known as the eedipus complex. Perhaps it is. Any- 
way it is mighty uncomfortable for a wife. 

But I am getting ahead of my story. On the night when 


5 | 
5 
ad 


apr 
its 


I met Tom his mother suggested that he and she take me 
home in a taxi. I thought it rather queer that she did not go 
home by herself and let Tom act as my escort, but I did not 
say anything except “Thank you!” 

When we reached my homé, Tom went up the steps with 
me and waited to put me on the elevator. In those three 
minutes when we were alone together he asked if he could call 
on me the next week. I said that I would be glad to see him 
at any time. I meant it. I liked him very much and was 
glad that the attraction seemed mutual. 

Our acquaintance ripened rapidly. He called on me at least 
once a week, sometimes oftener. He explained that on Sun- 
days he always stayed with his mother or took her out some- 
where. 

“She finds Sunday depressing,” he remarked. “Ever since 
my father’s death she has dreaded being left alone on the 
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days when she cannot work. As 
Sunday is my one free day, I devote it to her.” 

Thus it came about that when I invited Tom to Sunday 
night supper, I also invited Mrs. Maitland. She always came. 
My family liked her immensely. 

“She is a delightful woman,” my father declared. 
glad that you have her for a friend, Ruth.” 

“Yes,” my mother observed, “and she must have been an 
ideal mother. Her son is evidently devoted to her.” 

“He certainly is,” I agreed. “I think he is rather silly about 
her. He seems to feel that he owes all that he is to her.” 

“And he does!” my father affirmed stoutly. “I have talked 
to her of her work and I find that ever since she was widowed, 
when her child was only two years old, she has supported 
him. No wonder she looks so fragile.” 

“Tom says that she has wonderful [Continued on page 96] 
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This Ftusband’s Story 
Warns of the 
DANGERS 
That Lurk 
for Every Man and 
EVERY WOMAN, 
in the Land of the 


LOTUS FLOWER, 


HY is it that a cow will disdain 

the fresh sweet hay stacked in 

her own enclosure, and para- 
lyze the roots of her tongue trying to 
reach a weed growing outside the fence? 
I can’t answer for the cow but I can 
tell the story of a man who had no 
more sense than this dumb animal. I 
know the man very well, better now 
than hefore he was drawn from his 
own cloistered married paradise outside 
the ience into an affair of unholy love 
and deceit. 

In short, behold the man! Myself! 

Evelyn was nineteen when we mar- 
ried and I twenty-seven. She was dark , 
as a dreamy Asiatic twilight, and I 7 y 
blond as a golden apple. Evelyn was 
soft, yielding and’ feminine, and I 
eager, aggressive and masculine. She had an mbherited trust 
fund from which she drew a modest income, a satisfying spirit 
of independence, while I from a pleasant profession, averaged 
better than ten thousand a year. To all appearances Evelyn 
and I were outward bound with a fair wind and a running 
tide—our marital sails trimmed wing and wing. 

The one flaw that threatened our happiness was my mother- 
in-law, but Evelyn herself solved that problem by utging me 
to accept an offer that meant moving from New York to Hong 
Kong. My job is to write descriptive booklets for a great 
steamship and railroading organization and to collect picture 
material for the artists who paint the posters and illustrate 
the travel booklets I write. 

I was thrilled at the opportunity. The trip would cost noth- 
ing as we would be traveling and sailing the entire distance 
on our own trains and marvellous ships. 
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HY are you here?” Kalijah asked. “Because 

I couldn't forget you,” I told her. But the 
woman only sneered. “You conceited peacock, do you 
know that my lovers are princes? Now go back to that 
young wife of yours while I am still willing to let you.” 


The last sight we had of Evelyn’s mother was from the rail 
of the Empress in Vancouver! As the ship was ready to sail 
she embarrassed me by calling from the dock “Good-by, 
precious lamb. Take care of my little baby girl, won’t you 

ack!” 

’ While Evelyn was leaning over the rail waving good-by to 
her mother a soft, deep voice whispered in my ear, “You 
ought to be happy to escape that!” 

The reason I did not indignantly turn on the speaker was 
because she had touched me with her voice. It was the most 
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crooning, seductive voice 1 had ever heard, yet I pretended 
not to have heard at all. 

But, as the ship glided from the pier, I felt the brush of her 
body against my side. It could not have been accidental. I 
construed it as a deliberate, unspoken, ‘Look me over if you 
can, safely!’ 

In spite of myself I turned to see what kind of a woman 
this could be. She moved along the promenade like a gliding 
panther. In the swift glance that I cast at her receding figure 
I felt a guilty thrill, which must have shown in my face be- 


cause Evelyn looked at me in a sudden alarm: 

Why Jack, you’re quite pale.” 

“Just thrilled with happiness, pet,” I said. 

“T understand, dear,” she sighed. ‘Mother 
wouldn’t like it if she knew what I was saying, but 
it is wonderful to have you all to myself.” 

To herself! How little she knew; how little I 
knew at the time. 

Two days after the -Empress stuck her prow 
valiantly into the northwest swing across the 
Pacific, Evelyn was so seasick that she thought she 
was going to die. She knew the next lurch of the 
mighty steamer would mark the end of her days 
on earth: I nursed her as best I could. 


UT it mattered not whether the ship was stand- 

ing on her nose or plunging down miles of white 
foam, I couldn’t get the thought of that panther 
woman out of my head. All I could see was that 
trim, lithe, alluring woman. Her narrow 
square shoulders, her slender supple waist, 
her ravishing, slim ankles, and oh—damn, 
her short skirts! 

What she looked like from the front, I 
hadn’t the faintest idea. Suppose she proved 
ugly? No, that could not be. Then I won- 
dered if she were one of those fortunate 
beings who in the worst seas, are ever good 
sailors. Just the faint chance of her being 
one of these thrice blessed—kept me from 
going up for air. She’d never catch me off 
my looks! I did not want the panther to 
see me unless I were at my best. 

Four days out from Victoria after the 
storm had abated I showed myself in a few 
brisk turns on the promenade. Evelyn had 
insisted that I go. For herself, she deemed 
it heavenly to sit propped up with the 
northwest breeze blowing in through the 
open port. 

I had gone to the salon for a drink when Jordan 
Fletcher, one of the big guns of our company who 
was on board, came in and joined me. He wanted 
to know how Evelyn had stood the tail of the 
monsoon. Couldn’t have been anything else but a 
monsoon, it had been so fierce, he insisted, but 
we'd have marvelous sailing when the course altered 
to southwest. The weather disposed of, he got to 
making comments on the various people sitting 
around the tables near us. The trip to the Orient 
was an annual occurrence for him. It kept him 

’ alive and kicking, he said. 

Then Mr. Fletcher unexpectedly began to give 
me advice, perhaps to warn me about my job. 
“You see, I’ve been out to the East very often,” he said, 

“and I can give you a pointer or two. From Hong Kong it 
will be easy for you to strike almost anywhere at short notice 
—the Malay Peninsula, Borneo, Shanghai. And you'll see a 
good many women, the kind of women who certainly don’t 
grow on trees back home, beautiful things and the deadliest 
creatures that walk under the sun! Believe me, I don’t 
exaggerate. If there’s anything outside of a Bengal tiger to 
equal one of the beautiful Eurasian girls in cunning, grace, 
and ferocity, I'd like to see it!” 
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I laughed. “I know how to take care of myself by this 
time, Mr. Fletcher.” 

“Don’t be too sure, boy. There are women in the land of 
the Lotus Flower unlike the women you've known, and there 
are men to match them. Take my advice, don’t ever leave 
your wife alone in China for the sake of both of you.” 

The idea that Evelyn's sincere love could for one moment 
be diverted from me struck me as preposterous, but he went 
on after a moment. 

“You see, there are men in these China seas who can charm 
a bride away from her husband before she’s been married 
twenty minutes, if they can have ten minutes alone with her. 
While as for the women, Jack—” 


PEAL of laughter caused us both to turn toward the deck 
door of the salon. A gust of wind seemed to have blown 
in two girls. One of them was my panther woman. 

I averted my eyes as if unaffected by their entrance. 
Fletcher’s head was doing a twist like a merry-go-round. He 
drew a sharp breath and I was struck with the thought that he 
knew the women. 

“Take these two for instance,” he said, turning to me again. 
“You saw them break from the deck into this crowded room, 
didn’t you? Well, I'm willing to wager they timed that 
break. I am willing to bet further—that that’s the first time 
the deck door has been opened by a woman today. We've 
got a stiff beam breeze blowing and those girls knew they 
couldn't show off their samples any better than by coming in 
on their customers, on a high wind.” 

I had to laugh, long and genuinely. 
panther woman was watching me. 

“I’m long since bullet proof on any sheenanigan of that 
sort,” said Fletcher, “but Jack, there’s more than one man 
here who's not!” 

I probably winced as he said this, because he looked directly 
at me. “How about you?” he asked suddenly. 

“Really haven't given them a thought,” I said. 

“Well, they’re blazing away 


I was aware that my 


neither of us would be expected to buy so much as a drink. 

We slipped away from the highly diverting moving picture, 
and in a part of the ship far away from our state-room I 
found Kalijah, my panther woman. 

When she left the ship days later at Woosung bar to make 
the trip to Shanghai, I felt that a heavy stone had been lifted 
from my heart. From there to Hong Kong I oppressed 
Evelyn with my ardent kisses trying in that way to soothe 
my degraded conscience. If only I could have forgotten when 
we got to Hong Kong and settled in a picturesque cottage on 
the park overlooking the beautiful bay! But no,.the panther 
woman’s lure and overpowering fascination came again beckon- 
ing me back to her across the thousand miles of China seas 
that now lay between us. 

Evelyn and I had been received with open arms by the 
American colonists of Hong Kong and Evelyn’s beauty and 
obvious breeding gave her and me a magic open sesame to the 
homes and clubs of the charming English residents. The 
nature of my work, our lovely home, our evident devotion to 
each other brought the entire settlement to our feet. 

But that deadly siren song came wooing me; then I remem- 
bered Kalijah’s care that I might not be seen with her or 
even have it known that I knew her. 


Y SECRET was therefore my own. I need never be 

detected and if I could keep myself from a repetition of 
my weakness, my happiness with Evelyn would never be threat- 
ened. It all lay in my hands. Realizing what Evelyn’s faith 
and pure affection meant, I made a mighty struggle to put the 
panther woman out of my brain forever. 

Then one day I saw a Eurasian girl in Cook's office, and I 
nearly cried out, “Kalijah!” For the Malay half caste was 
everything but my panther woman. 

I tried to fight the image this almost twin woman suggested, 
but my fevered brain conquered utterly. I gave up and be- 
gan to plan a trip to Shanghai, to Kalijah, with all the cun- 
ning of a maniac who plans to commit a crime. I cooily told 

Evelyn that Jordan Fletcher 


at this table right this minute, 
the little one in particular. 
She’s got you spotted, sure.” 

The purser’s clerk came to | 
the table and handed Mr. | 
Fletcher a note. He got up, || 
explaining his wife had sent | 
for him. 

“Better go look your’ wife | 


STARS ARE Tears 


OF WOMEXR , 
By A. £. Kimball 


had mapped out a working 
schedule for me which of 
necessity left her out. 


“But why?” she asked trem- 
ulously. “I don’t wunder- 
stand.” 


“Because he’s asked me to 
visit the Jesuit Monasiery on 
the outskirts of Shanghai’s 


up Jack and tell her to send | Chinese city. He insisted that 
for you. Here, Mr. Purser’s ‘ I go alone. I will have to pass 
clerk. I want Did you not know, Beloved, that the stars through the pestilential native 


you to meet | 
our Mr. Smith. Pass the word 


to all our agents that he and That when 


| Are tears of women who have loved too well? 
! your arms have loosed their 


city and he told me people get 
the terrible Yangtze plague 


Mrs. Smith are not to be || just by passing through the 
neglected; tell them I said so. | tender hold dreadful place.” 

See you later Jack, and re- || : : “But if there’s any danger, 
member!” be ealé. | And love has ceased to weave its magic spell, I want to be with ny 
_“My name is Gordon, Mr. || You'// raise your eyes to find them shining said. 

Smith,” said the Purser’s || there, “Well, it’s out of the ques- 
clerk “The mess will be tion,” I snapped. “Fletcher 
pleased to have you join in The weeping stars of love no longer known? particularly told me not to 
any time.” take you.” 


“Won't you sit down, Gor- | 
don?” 

“Thanks, not while on duty 
sir. Some other time gladly.” es 


own. 


Then you will breathe a little golden prayer It 
And know that one white star is all your 


seemed to me, while I 
was thus lying myself into the 
- most infamous humiliation 
that a human ass could ever 


I sat for awhile smoking cig- 


| blunder into, that Evelyn was 


arettes. When I got up and 
moved toward the door I could feel the scorch of my panther 
woman’s eyes. She was, indeed, blazing away at me. 

That bid to join the petty officers in their ward room gath- 
erings proved my plausible alibi for the many hours I revolt- 
ingly spent away from Evelyn. The first night I went there, 
Gordon the purser’s clerk, had told me there was to be a 
strictly stag showing of a moving picture. 

In the mess Gordon told me quietly that a lady who had 
seen him talking to me in the bar salon was very anxious to 
meet me. Was I game? She was safe, she had a friend with 
her and together they occupied a connecting suite. The finest 
on the ship. Gordon liked the idea because, as he said, the 
friend had fancied him. They were top hole entertainers and 


heroically battling an impulse 
to burst into tears. Her dark eyes kept pouring some message 
into mine but I was too blind to see and too vile to care to. 
I hadn’t even the patience to defer my start two days and so 
make the trip to Shanghai on one of our own company boats. 
No, I had to connect with a French steamer coasting the sea- 
ports from the Indian ocean to the South Pacific and leave 
at once. I had a thousand dollars in American money with me. 
In Shanghai that equalled two thousand Mex, enough money to 
live modestly any where in China forever almost. 

When I burst like a jubilant school boy out of the motor 
car that had taken me from my Bund hotel out to Kalijah’s 
place I no longer had the slightest pang of remorse at mv 
betrayal of Evelyn. I was like a [Continued on page 119] 


IRDS are not the only crea- 
tures to migrate in the 
springtime! Behold Gladys 
Harvey, Rose Lane and Edna 
Marian! Tiring of walking the 
ties to fame via Christie Come- 
dies they try slow freight. @€The 
cruel lady orders, ““Woodpile or 
no break fast” so Barbara Worth 
does the heavy while Gladys 
Harvey stands by. 
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SOME new home! 
SOME new show! 
SOME new girls! 
That tells the story 
of Mr. Ziegfeld’s 
house-warming in 
his beautiful new 
theater. Above are 
the “gentlemen” of 
the chorus, who 
prove, on the follow- 
ing page, that it 
only takes clothes 
—and beauty—to 
make pirates. 


A lass of old 
Ireland is Kath- 
arine Burke but 
figures know no 
nationality in a 


Ziegfeld produc: 
tion 


In spite of the skull and cross-bones we are convinced 
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that Kay English is only a love-pirate. 
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the making — 
with the lovely 
form of Mil 
dred Lunnay as 


A Rio Rita 
evening gown in 
the inspiration. 


And in this Spanish Senorita you may recognize 


Allfred Cheney Johnston 


Marion Benda as a decorative bridesmaid. 
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young film actress has come into her own. Born in 


playing in 


IVE BORDEN'S star is on the rise. This 
“extra parts” in the movies. So it was only d step from there to stardom in Fox Films. 


the Sunny South--in Virginia to be exact—she was a dancer before she began 
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I Never Worried About 
My Wifes Flirtations Until 


OU’LL regret all this, you 
} know,” a friend said once to me, 
“when you fall genuinely in love.” 
I laughed scornfully. The Victorian age, I told him, was at 
an end. Women weren’t the demure dolls that our great 
grandparents had known; they realized that a man must sow 
wild oats. Indeed, as often as not the modern girl despises 
the man who hasn’t. She wouldn’t say thank you for the 
person whom no other woman has found any use for. “When 
I fall in love” I told him, “it won't be with a woman who is 
asking for a plaster saint.” 
And in that, at least, I prophesied correctly. Joan, when I 
told her, as I felt bound to tell her, what my life had been in 
the days before we met, was neither angry nor reproachful. She 
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Tell 


was not even particularly surprised. She had been brought up 
in her modern way to think men were made like that. But 
I can say without hypocrisy that for me that half hour of 
confessional was the most wretched of my life. There is 
nothing I would not have given to have had the details of 
those years unhappened. It is one thing to boast of one’s ex- 
periences in one’s club smoking room after dinner. But it is 
quite another thing when you meet a young and innocent 
girl who seems different from any woman that you have ever 
known; to whom there is nothing, no secret thought or hope 
you do not wish to give; whose faith in you is the greatest 
stimulant to ambition that you will ever know; it is different 
then, and it is terrible to feel at such a moment that you 
cannot come to her as she comes to you, in purity and 


The eSiory of a Man ‘Who Lived to Regret His Wild Qat: 
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will be unable ever to share with her. 

“You can’t think,” I said to her, “how tawdry you make 
everything that has happened to me seem. You can’t think 
how bitterly I regret it, how much I could wish it all 
unhappened. It never would have happened,” I pleaded, 

“if I had known that there would exist such a person 
as yourself. If I had known that such a marvellous 
thing as this love of ours was awaiting me, I would 
have kept myself clean for it, but I didn’t know, that 
is my one excuse. I didn’t know. And because I 
didn’t know I contented myself with what there was” 

Joan sat very still and silent, as I spoke to 
her. I was at her feet and my head was rest- 
ing back upon her knees; and as I spoke her 
fingers caressed my hair. 

“I understand,” she said 
at last. “Don’t be unhappy, 
dear. I understand. It’s over 
now.” 

My heart pounded with relief. 

“Over, completely over,” I 
protested. “There isn’t the least 
likelihood of it happening again. 
It’s a closed book never to be 
re-opened.” 


HAT was how I saw it. For 

all my regret and shame that 
was how I saw it; as a closed 
book never to be re-opened. I 
did not realize—does anyone of 
us ever realize it till the truth 
of it is forced on him?— 
that one’s past can never be 
shut away: that it is a part 
permanently of oneself. The 
wild oats which I so regretted 
had entered into and helped to 
form my whole attitude to life 
and love, an attitude that I was 
to realize later was capable of 
overturning my happiness. 

That realization came in the 
fourth year of my marriage, 
suddenly, as such things always 
do, out of the least clouded of 
blue skies. It was at the Mars- 
ton’s dance, during the interval 
for supper. I had gone back to 
the ballroom in search of a fan 
that my partner had forgotten, 
and as I passed through one of 
the drawing-rooms, I saw, re- 
flected in a mirror at the far end of the passage, my wife sit- 
ting on a sofa with a young man. I could not see the expres- 
sion of her face but the light in the young man’s eyes was 
eager and one of her hands was pressed tightly between his. 
For a moment I hesitated, then walked away. 

It was a surprise, but not a shock to me. Joan was very 
lovely, and there are a great many men to whom the four- 
years-married wife is the fairest of fair game. More than one 
man during the last few months had flirted with her, and she 
would tell me about it afterwards with delight, considering 
everything that had been said and suggested to her the great- 
est possible joke. 

“Oh darling,” she would say the moment the door of the 
car had been closed on us. “Do you know what Harry said 
to me tonight. It was too funny. Do listen.” 


HIS incident I imagined was on a par with the rest. 
As soon as we got back she would begin to tell e 
about it. “Oh darling, such fun” she would start, and I 


swore to myself that I would not spoil her pheasure in re- 
counting it, by telling her that her news was already familiar 
to me. 

It was a good dance, the floor was smooth and not too 
slippery; the band rhythmic and not too loud; the champagne 
was both plentiful and dry, but quite early in the evening 


innocence; that you cannot meet one another on the common 
ground of inexperience; that there are some things that you 
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As I passed through one of the drawing-rooms, 
I saw reflected in a mirror at the far end of the 
passage, my wife, sitting on a sofa with a young 
man. I could not see the expression on her face, 
but the light in the young man's eyes was eager 
and one of her hands was pressed between his. 


Joan came to me and suggested that we should go home. 

“I'm sorry,” she said. “Do you mind, I’m feeling desper- 
ately sleepy.” 

And indeed there was a strained unhappy look about her 
eyes. 

“You've enjoyed the dance, haven't you?” I asked as we 
made our way down the steps toward our car. 

“Oh yes,” she answered, “quite.” 

“And who,” I asked, “was your most amusing partner?” 

“My most amusing partner? Oh, I don’t know. Johnnie 
Green, I think.” The reply came negligently and listlessly, 
and I looked at her with some surprise. It was curious that 
she should have made no reference to the young man with 
whom I had seen her. It was curious also now I came to 
think of it that she should be looking so exhausted and de- 
pressed after an experience that most women would have found 
uncommonly exhilarating, but perhaps she was only waiting 
till we got back home. 

She was, however, no more communicative on our return. 
“I’m going straight up,” she said. “I shall fall asleep the 
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moment my head touches the pillow.” But though I lingered 
a long while in my study over my pipe I noticed as I walked 
down the passage towards my dressing-room, a gleam of light 
beneath her door. Worried, she might be, perhaps, but sleepy 
apparently no. 

There was little rest for me that night. Argument after 
argument I brought forward to explain away Joan’s curious 
behavior, but always this fact remained: that Joan had been 
made love to by a young man, and that for the first time in 
her life she had preferred to say nothing to me about it. And 
as the leaden hours passed I could not rid myself of the 
memory of a cynical confession made once to me. “Oh, I 
always tell my husband,” the woman had said, ‘‘about the men 


who tried to hold my hand at 
dinner-parties, so that he won't 
suspect me when I’m really 
serious.” That any such plan 
should have passed through 
Joan’s mind was of course un- 
thinkable, but I could not help 
wondering whether that cyni- 
cal admission might not be ap- 
plicable to my own case, 
whether Joan had only told me 
on the other occasions, because 
they had been unimportant, but had remained silent on this 
occasion because it had been important. Could that be the 
explanation? The other men had not mattered; she had never 
considered it possible that she should respond to their ardor. 
They had been jokes to share with her husband. But it was 
different in the case of this young man. He mattered. And 
one is silent about the things that count. Relentlessly the 
thought beat upon my brain: “Joan has fallen in love.” 


EXT morning, before I set out for my office, I went up 
to her room. She was sitting propped up among her 
pillows, her breakfast, scarcely touched, was pushed away from 


her, her letters lay unopened upon the tray, her eyes were tired 
as though she had not slept. For a few moments I tried to 
talk genially of various matters, leading the conversation round 
at last towards the dance, but she was fretful and impatient 

“I’m sorry, dear,” she said, “I’m tired this morning, and 
rather stupid. I guess late nights don't agree with me.” 

My heart was heavy as I left the house. There could be 
no longer any doubt about it. Joan was going to tell me 
nothing whatsoever of what might have transpired between her 
and that young man on the previous evening. For that there 
could be one explanation only: that she was either in love, or 
half in love, with him. 

To me the whole situation was utterly, devastatingly incom- 
prehensible. I did not begin to understand it. We were so 
happy together, Joan and I, or rather I had fancied that we 
were. The first flush of romance had subsided, as was natural 
and inevitable, but surely its place had been taken by some- 
thing sounder, saner, more permanent. I could not have hoped 
for things to turn out more happily. But as I began to reason 
it out with myself, the first clue to the explanation came to 
me. Our marriage might have developed along the lines that 
I, in my experience, had expected, but it might 
not have developed along the lines that Joan, 
in her inexperience, had looked for. It might 
be that the present crisis was due to the dis- 
parity between her dream and the reality. 

It was then that I realized how vain and 
profitless it is to imagine that the past can ever 
be closed like a book that has been read. Its 
influence remains. My experience with other 
women had told me that infatuation was of the 
things that die, and consequently when I saw 
it beginning to wane between myself and Joan, 
I had accepted that waning as something that 
was bound to happen. I had not been alarmed, 
as an inexperienced man in my place would have 
been. And because I had not been alarmed I 
had behaved as a man who looks at a fire and 
says, “That will go out in time,” and leaves it. 


HAD put on no fresh fuel. Or rather I had 

left it for some other man to rekindle 
the dying flame. For months, probably, Joan 
had been wretchedly conscious of the changing 
situation, a change that nothing in her experi- 
ence had led her to expect. I could see how, 
in the nature of things, she would respond to 
the man who should seem to be to her all that 
I had been and had ceased to be. It was a 
bitter moment. This was the punishment, I 
saw, for the host of tawdry romances into 
which I had drifted so casually and which had 
spoiled me now for making a success of the 
one real love that had come into my life. 

It was the memory and influence of those 
earlier affairs that had led me to neglect the 
care and the attention, the display of ardor that 
Joan had looked for. 

That night I suggested that it was time we 
repaid a debt of hospitality to some of our 
friends by giving a dinner party. Without 
enthusiasm Joan acceded. “Whom shall we 
ask?” she said. I rattled off some names, to 
each of which she nodded her head apatheti- 
cally. “That makes nine,” she said at last, “we 
want another man.” 

“What about that nice young man we mei 
at Marston’s the other night?” I said. 

I watched her closely as I spoke, and she behaved as I 
had expected, as I had feared that she would behave. Her 
first impulse was to refuse, and her lips had begun to frame 
the words but she hesitated, realizing that she would be able 
to find no reasonable excuse for her refusal. 

“Very well,” she said. e can take in Peggy. They'd 
probably amuse each other.” 

Before that dinner party was over I knew beyond all ques- 
tion that Joan and the boy were in love with one another. I 
had had to see them together to make quite certain. Now 
that I had, it would have been idle to doubt any longer. One 
had only to watch the glow in his [Continued on page 101] 
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You ARE ONLY 


I'd rather be a woman. The 

cleverest man is but a plaything 
for a clever woman. I don’t envy 
men their lot one little bit. What 
chance has a man when it comes to 
a battle of wits against the daughters of Eve? They're only 
the channels for the will of women, and when it comes to 
doing anything really big, they are at a disadvantage, para- 
doxical as that may seem. Men are so unsubtle. They call 
it being straightforward but it’s only clumsy. A woman can 
be just as straightforward, yet polish the blunt edge of the 
operating knife with a little tact and graciousness. 

I love my femininity, and would not give it up for the 
most dazzling prospect of emancipation, if that emancipation 
were to mean that I had to copy the masculine type of 
woman, who disdains frills and furbelows as impedimenta to 
progress. 


] *: never wanted to be a man. 


By Lady ‘Drummond tay 


Who Has Been (alled 
A Beautiful Woman With Brains 


in my vivid and colorful imagination. 

“Why, I am a woman too,” I 
would repeat to myself proudly, ab- 
surdly flattered to realize that I was 
of the same sex as the ancient 
queens of men’s destinies. Perhaps 
it was from that time that I really began to rejoice in the 
fact that I was a woman and not a man, and to hug to my 
bosom the thought that I belonged, no matter in how humble 
a capacity, to the numbers of those for whom the world had 
been but a playground. That is just what it is, a playground 
for any woman who is a woman. 

Next to being a man I'd hate to be a masculine woman. I 
know lots of girls, and charming girls too, who have the 
misguided idea that if they shed their femininity, they will 
automatically acquire some of the freedom and independence 
of their brothers. That is not the way that I look at it. I 
don’t want freedom and independence if it means that people 


When I was a little girl wearing fluffy white things, | was 


shown a red, wrinkly object in shawls and 
was told it was a boy cousin. “Poor little 


thing!” I thought, “how sad for it. It 
will grow up into a man.” Perhaps this 
was the thought which awakened my 


conscious satisfaction in my femininity. 
As a schoolgirl I suppose I must have 
been a precocious psychologist, fascinated 
with my own reflections as to the ways 
and means, the arts and wiles by which 
the great feminine figures in _ history 
achieved their everlasting halo of romance. 
It was not what they did that interested 
me so much, but how they did it, the 
qualities responsible for their intriguing 
influence upon mankind. I used to devour 
the pages of history books, not so much 
with an eye to facts and dates, but with 
a heart for the romance and human ap- 
peal of their stories. The picturesque 
figures of the past lived, loved and died 


Neam? 


Navara, Led. 


Here is Lady Drummond Hay 
in three of the moods which 
perhaps help her to win her 
way in a man’s world. Frankly 
feminine and well equipped 
for her job, Lady Drummond 
Hay has often gained access 
to high places and obtained 
information denied to expe- 
rienced male diplomats and 
newspaper correspondents. Be 
yourself, girls, and the world 
is yours, according to this 
titled authority. 
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are going to push me in a crowd, or stand on the toes of my 


perfectly good shoes, as I sway and stagger 
in an overloaded train, with men sitting 
down along both sides. 

I love to be a woman because I am a 
woman and thoroughly enjoy and appreci- 
ate masculine attention. It’s with real 
gratitude that I flop down in the seat 
vacated by mere male; it’s with an ever 
new thrill that I receive a bunch of flowers 
or similar courtesy. I wouldn’t like to be 
a man at all. 

All my friends tell me that if they 
could be born again they would like to 
take the place of their brothers. “Boys 
have a much better time” has passed al- 
most into a proverb, but do they? While 
I hear of all the wonderful things that 
man can achieve, and that my girl friends 
think they could achieve, if they were to 
be reborn as men, nobody seems to have 
taken the trouble [Continued on page Ivy} 


Ernest Schneider, Berlin 
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I CAN turn men around my finger like wisps of baby ribbon and it’s nothing to 
boast about for they love to be turned and any clever woman can do the same thing. 
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Fre Was a Man 


with a 


Million Sweethearts 


WAS just seventeen when I left high school and became 
| an usher in the Rex Theater on Broadway. It was one of 
those wonderful new picture houses with two dollar re- 
served seats and we girls were dressed in costumes appropriate 
to the feature film. Sometimes we were Russian peasants or 
Spanish senoritas or Puritan maidens. I liked the work. The 
atmosphere of the theater was rich and lovely and I liked 
dressing up and wearing fancy clothes. I would have liked to 
go on the stage; but this was as near to it as I could get, and 
I was mighty grateful to Harry Clemmons for getting me the 
job. 
Harry was doorman at the theater and wore a maroon, gold 
braided uniform. He was tall and nice looking. He had been 
gassed in the War and that was why he liked working out of 
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doors. I often thought he ought to have more ambition and do 
something more worth while, but I liked Harry quite a lot. He 
boarded with us and was in love with me and wanted to marry 
me. He was awfully good to me, took me out his night off 
and always gave me nice presents on my birthday and 
Christmas. 

My family just took it for granted that I would settle down 
with Harry, and I half thought so myself. Of course I did not 
want te go on working forever and be an old maid, and to a 
girl whose mother and father are Italian, seventeen is getting 
on in years. Still I was not so anxious to take Harry. Life, 
for me I felt sure, should hold something a little brighter and 
more romantic. I was a great one always for making believe. 

My father was janitor of a big apartment on West 87th 
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street. We lived in the basement; but I hated being a janitor’s 
daughter. I always used the front entrance and would pretend 
to any fellows that brought me home from parties or the 
movies that I lived up in, not under these nice apartments. 

But of course I could not bluff Harry Clemmons. He knew 
all about me and I guess this was one reason why I didn’t find 
him romantic enough. Otherwise he was really all right. He 
was brave and good-hearted. He had two medals and a book 
of snap shots of the interesting places he’d been and a gun 
from the time he’d been in the army. He was saving his money 
so we could get married soon, and sometimes he would laugh 
and call me “Ritzie Rita” and wonder how he’d be able to 
keep me in silk stockings when I became Mrs. Clemmons 

“You ought to earn more,” I once said, a litte sulkily 
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CANNOT describe 
those next two hours. 


ful. The crowded res- 
taurant, filled with people 
all of whom knew Duke. 
He seemed to hate the 
publicity that dogged him 
and escaped with me to 
a corner table. There 
he turned his back on the 
room and devoted him- 


self only to me. 


“T wish I could give you everything you want,” he said, “like 
those girls in the pictures.” 

The pictures! If only Harry were like Duke Harlan! 

Duke Harlan! That was the kind of a man I would like to 
marry. He was my ideal, the sort of a lover of whom I always 
dreamed—dashing, dark, handsome—not sensible and quiet and 
steady like Harry. Duke Harlan was my favorite movie star. 
I was crazy about him. I never missed one of his pictures and 
would sit through them over and over. I would catch my 
breath at the love scenes and clench my fists at his kisses. Oh, 
that was the kind of man I wanted to have take me in his arms 
and love me, love me till I would almost faint with joy, like 
the girls in the pictures. How lucky they were just to be near him, 
to see him, touch his hand! For me he was only a shadowy ideal. 


_™_ They were too wonder 
, 
| 
Species 
a, 


I felt I had to tell him the truth. 
knew it was your car. 


I never saw his name on the bill-board nor read an article 
about him in the papers or magazines that all the blood in my 
body did not seem to catch fire and rush madly through my 
veins. Crazy foolishness, call it what you will, the man I was 
in love with was a man I had never seen, Duke Harlan. 


UT what chance had I of ever meeting any man like my 

ideal? I ought to be thankful to have found a decent, 
straightforward fellow like Harry. That’s what my mother 
often told me and I knew she was right. There were plenty 
of girls who would think themselves more than lucky to have 
Harry Clemmons, but I, I wanted something more. I was 
young and everyone said I was pretty. Why should I not 
know the kind of love Duke Harlan showed on the screen? 


I went there on purpose.’ 


“It wasn't a mistake,” I said. “I 
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Then one of those 
strange, unexpected 
things happened that 
make a person think 
there must be some 
sort of Fate that 
rules our lives. One 
night, when Harry 
was taking me home 
after the perform- 
ance, he said to me, 
“Duke Harlan is 
coming on from 
Hollywood for a per- 
sonalappearance 
when we show his 
new picture here next 
month.” 

“Duke Harlan,” I 
could hardly say his 
name, my heart was 
beating so hard. 

Harry went on, not 
noticing how upset I 
was. “Yes! My kid 
brother, Paul, is his 
chauffeur. He’s com- 
ing on East with him too. Harlan travels 
like regular royalty; secretary, valet and 
a body guard to keep off the women. Gee, 
Paul says it’s a scream the way those fool 
Janes mob him every time he steps in or 
out of his car. He’s getting to be a 
second Valentino, all right. Paul says he 
ain’t such a bad feller if the women didn’t 
try to turn his head. Out in Chicago they 
stormed the stage entrance and he has to 
keep his car parked down a side street to 
get away from the theater when he makes 
these appearances ‘in person’ on the stage. 
I bet we have a heck of a fuss, reserves 
out and all the rest of it when he comes 
here to the Rex.” 

“He—he’s coming in—a month?” I was 
afraid Harry would notice the way I 
spoke, but he didn’t. 


WENT home in a kind of a daze. It 
was more than happiness, an excite- 
ment so intense as to be sharp as joy. In 
my room I had pictures of Duke Harlan 
on the wall and on my bureau. In a 
locked drawer I had boxes full of his 
pictures, cut from everywhere and all the 
articles about him I had ever run across. 
I tiptoed into the small bedroom that I 
shared with my two younger sisters, Nina 
and Marie. I shaded the light so as not 
to wake them up and then I took out my 
treasures and looked at them again, for 
probably the thousandth time. To think 
that I was actually to see him, my hero, 
my idol. I kissed his picture in a frenzy 
of delight. I touched the pictures of his 
face with my finger tips. Here he was in 
tennis clothes, serving a ball over the net. How graceful he 
was! Here was one of him in a bathing suit. He was like 
some perfect statue, living, breathing. Here he was from his 
last South Sea Island film, all in white drill with a sun helmet. 
Every time there had been the picture of a woman with him I 
had carefully cut it away so that I had only him. 

Lola Montrose, his leading lady. How I hated her! Blonde, 
slight, quite tall, everything I was not. I wondered if he really 
liked her. Once there had been a report of their engagement. 
I had not been able to sleep that night, had not known ‘a 
moment’s peace until a few days later when the engagement 
had been denied. 

This may all sound absurd, crazy. A girl like me having 
uch a crush on a man she had never seen; but there are many 
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like me, writing, phoning, pursuing these popular actors all the 


time. Only the month before I had written asking him for an 
autographed photograph. There had been no answer as yet; 
but I had watched the mail so eagerly that both my sisters 
kidded me. Now of course, since I knew he was on his way 
East I understood why my letter had been ignored. 

I don’t know how that month passed. I lived in a dream. It 
seemed too wonderful that soon he would be in New York, 
that I would see him every day. 


PRING was coming on. I had decided to make my last 

year's coat do; but now that he was coming it was not good 
enough. Suppose he should notice me. You never could tell. 
I might in some way run into him. Anyway I must have a new 
coat. I paid two weeks’ salary down. I knew I'd be broke 
before I had paid it all off, but what did I care? Duke Harlan 
was coming. 

Harry Clemmons thought I was foolish to get that coat. He 
said I was extravagant, that I worked too hard to put every- 
thing I made on my back. We quarrelled, for it got on my 
nerves to have him taking it for granted that we would be 
married that summer. Now that Duke Harlan was coming I 
had less and less use for Harry. He seemed more tame and 
uninteresting than ever. “I don’t see what business it is of 
yours, Harry Clemmons, what I do with my own money.” 

IT could see how I had hurt him. Later when I passed his 
room the door was open and I saw him inside polishing up his 
old army pistol, one of his favorite pastimes. I don’t know 
why, but that time it sort of gave me the creeps. Harry was 
so sure I would marry him, I wondered what he would say if 
I were ever to find someone else I liked better. 

At last the great day came, the day of days, the day which 
changed my whole life. I saw Duke Harlan. As a rule I 
worked in the first balcony; but I managed to slip down 
to the main floor just before he made his entrance on 
the stage. I went into a box as near the footlights as 
I could get. I didn’t care whether it cost me my job or 
not. I was too thrilled, too wild with happiness. And 
then I saw him. He was even more wonderful than I 
had dreamed he could be. 

How can I describe the feelings that rushed over me 
at the sound of his deep pleasant voice? When I saw 
him bow, heard the applause of that immense crowd, 
a lump came into my throat that choked me. Tears 
blurred my sight of him and I brushed them aside so as 
not to miss one second of his glorious presence. Probably in 
that whole audience I was the only one who did not clap or 
cheer. I stood perfectly still, rigid almost, trying to absorb his 
every gesture, his every impression, each tone and shade of 
meaning. He was so much handsomer, more fascinating than 
on the screen. His pictures did not do him justice. His hair 
was a dark, chestnut brown, his eyes deep set and a gray blue, 
his skin sun tanned and ruddy. How could the films show that, 
and though I had read innumerable articles describing him, I 
seemed to see him just as if I had never heard anything about 
him before. 

I must manage to get closer to him, look more deeply into 
those magnetic eyes that drew me with a force beyond my 
control. Crazy, you must think me! Perhaps I was. Perhaps 
love after all is a kind of frenzy of the senses, an upheaval 
of the soul. I felt desperate, reckless. I wanted to jump down 
on to the stage and fling myself at his feet. Anything to cap- 
ture his attention even if only for a little while. 

A little while. Yes, that was all I could hope for or expect. 
Like a king stooping to smile on a beggar maid; but I felt that 
if I could not win a smile, given just to me, I would die of a 
disappointment too intense to be borne. 


UT how could I hope to attract the notice of a man like 
Duke Harlan, when there were dozens, no, hundreds of 
other women all wanting the same thing? Rich, beautiful 
women, with so much to offer. What chance had I, an usher 
in a movie house? But I must think of some plan. He was 
to be at the Rex for two weeks. Two weeks in which to feast 
my heart and soul, to drink at this fountain of my happiness. 
Two weeks in which to accomplish the almost impossible. 

As Harry had said, that evening of his first appearance there 
was a mob waiting at the stage door to see him come out. 
Ninety percent women, of course, and the other ten percent 
were police holding them back. There was something disgust- 


“T guess 


“I'm almost sorry I met you,’ Duke said. 
it wasn't a good day for you when you got into my 
car last night.” 


ing to me in all these girls parading their emotions so cheaply. 

On the third night Harry Clemmons said to me, “My brother, 
Paul, says Duke Harlan has had to have a fake car planted 
outside the theater to trick those nutty dames. Yesterday 
one of them tried to snatch his handkerchief. They tore the 
buttons off his coat and smashed his hat and busted his cane. 
No wonder Harlan hasn’t much use or respect for women. 
Now he’s putting a good one over on them. They'll be watch- 
ing his limousine at the stage door, while he’s going to slip out 
front and pick up another car around on the corner of Sixth 
Avenue. Paul’s driving him. He thinks it’s a wow of a joke 
on those skirts.” 

I listened intently, my heart beating fast. I had met Harry’s 
brother Paul. He had been up to our [Continued on page 112} 
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I turned unable to believe my ears, but they had not deceived me, Schuyier Briggs was standing there in the 

white sand, his arms opening as he called me. We moved slowly toward each other. Oh, so slowly, as 

if we were only phantoms that would fade at a touch. “Schuyler, why did you come?” I asked. I knew the 
answer, but I wanted him to tell me why with his own voice. 
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The Astonishing Outcome of My; Mad ‘Romance in Gay «Miami 


Only 


N MY quest for romance I left a comfortable home and 

became a cigarette girl. Thus I met the two rich men 

who fell in love with me and incurred the hatred of a 
beautiful woman. When I heard that my brother, Pedro, 
knew of my escapade on Surf Island and was out to kill me, 
I hurried to Schuyler Briggs and begged him to take me away. 
As we ran out of the hotel I saw my brother's partner. 

Until that terrified moment when I caught sight of Edwardo 
Gomez through the back window of the taxi I thought my 
brother Pedro had been given the slip. But, there was no 
doubt from the shouting and waving of Pedro’s fishing partner 
that I had been unsuccessful in my attempt to rush with 
Schuyler Briggs to the yacht Desmonda undetected. Edwardo, 
who must have been stationed on the sidewalk as a lookout, 
would call Pedro. They would pursue us to Cocoplum Pier. 
Schuyler Briggs would learn what I was so anxious for him 
not to know. He would hear Pedro denounce me as the girl 
in man’s clothes that had been taken off Surf Island with 
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Wainwright by a fishing smack that morning. He might be- 
lieve what the gossipers believed. I would be ruined in his 
eyes. Our dream of romance together would be cruelly 
smashed! 

I looked furtively out of the corner of my eyes at Schuyler, 
overwhelmed by the fearful knowledge that I was between 
the devil and the deep blue sea. He had been mystified by 
my request to dash from the hotel to the yacht after Sam, 
the bell captain, had told me that my brother was in the 
Conquestador looking for me with murder in his eyes and the 
baffled expression was still on Schuyler’s face. I regarded it 
as a good omen. Schuyler had neither heard nor seen Edwardo 
Gomez. 

If only I dared ask him to make the driver speed! It 
was possible, of course, to elude Pedro if we went like the 
wind. A small boat from the Desmonda was waiting at Coco- 


plum Pier. A few minutes gained meant we could shove off 
and board the yacht without being caught, but I was afraid 


to ask Schuyler to order the chauffeur to speed. 
I did not want him to realize there was danger 
of pursuit by my brother. He would certainly 
demand an explanation, and that would be ruin- 
ous! 

Once more I turned my head from the man 
at my side and shot an apprehensive glance 
through the back window. Traffic was heavy be- 
hind us, and I could not make out anything clearly aad 
until I saw two men running down the steps of the A 
Conquestador toward a cab. One, the shorter of 
the two was Gomez, the other was Pedro. My 
heart was in my mouth, as I saw them enter the 
cab. Pedro, reckless, impulsive, and inflamed by 
his violent temper would order his driver to go at 
break-neck speed to overtake us. 

In that moment of despair I felt as if I were 
being beaten and crushed at every turn of Life's 
road. For I had just realized what 
Schuyler Briggs meant in my life 
He was the man around whom I had 
spun a dream of love. 

“Oh! Blessed Mother in Heaven, 
Pedro must not catch me,” I prayed 
in tortured silence. “He must not 
now cheat me of the happiness | 
want. I could not live if Schuyler 
should turn against me. My hear 
would break. All the 
years to come would 
be empty. Oh! my 
Blessed Mother, do 
not let him catch me. 
Do not break Nun- 
ciata’s heart!” 

I shall always be- 
lieve that what hap 
pened the next mo 
ment was the Blessed 
Mother’s way of an- 
swering me. The 
afternoon air seemed 
suddenly rent by 
screeching and wail- 
ing sirens, and the 
clang of excited bells 

Schuyler and I 
both looked behind us 
at the same time. 
We saw fire engines 
swerve out of the 
street directly north of the 
Conquestador, and _ rush 
southward past the great 
hotel. But, I saw and rea- 
lized more than this. Aill 
traffic behind us was sud- 
denly shut off. I mur- 
mured a little prayer of 
thanks, and the pressure of 
an iron hand seemed to 
magically lift from, my 
heart. 

Five blocks with no sign 


“You keep my sis- 
ter on Surf Island. 
'll kill you,” said 
Pedro, his hand 
flashing to his 
knife, a look of 
murder in his blaz- 


ing eyes. I sprang 
between them... 


had never allowed him to finish the conversation 
with her because I knew she must not chaperone 
the party. The moment she saw me my goose 
would be cooked. 

“But how am I to stop him from sending Mrs. 
Vanderpool a wireless now? What kind of an ex- 
cuse do I dare give to keep her away? And, it’s so 
late, he'll insist he can’t get anyone else? What 
of any cab pursuing us. shall I do?” I asked myself. 

The driver put on speed of Until we reached the deck Schuyler had maintain- 
his own inclination. The ed a silence almost as baffling as the expression worn 
Pier was reached before we on his face. “Now, that we’ve carried out your 
knew it. Without a word Schuyler led me to a motor boat wish to rush right aboard, I suppose you'll tell me why we 
and helped me aboard, then gave orders to take us to the did it. Not that I wasn’t as anxious as possible to get aboard 
Desmonda. with you, Nunciata, but the way it came about was rather 

I kept watching the Pier, and trying to suppress the fear abrupt and mystifying, to say the least. Will you tell me 
that Pedro might arrive on the dock any moment. But we why?” he asked. 
were in the lee of the long white yacht without my fears I looked at him helplessly for a moment. Then I put my 
coming true. I went up the ladder uncertainly, for I suddenly arms around his shoulders: “Schuyler, dear, if you'll just 
remembered that although Pedro had been apparently eluded give me a few moments I'll try to explain.” I was fencing 
the greatest danger of all still stalked me. for a chance to decide upon what I must tell him. 

Schuyler had called Mrs. Vanderpool, the woman who had He looked at me, and suddenly seemed to realize that I 
started all the gossip about Wainwright and myself on Surf was on the verge of breaking down. Tenderness brimmed 
Island, and asked her to chaperone the yachting cruise. I his blue eyes. He drew me gently to him. “I'll come back 
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later when you've pulled yourself together,” he said, and kissed 
me. We clung together for a few moments, and I realized 
anew how cold and empty life would be without Schuyler’s 
strong arms to hold me. I would have tried to tell him then 
if he had not insisted upon leaving me to myself a few 
minuies. 

I decided during those few minutes that I would make a 
clean breast of everything. I was unsophisticated enough and 


I loved him enough, to convince my- 
self that he would believe me. 
“Surely, if he really loves me, he'll 
take my word for all that’s hap- 
pened,” I thought. 

I began bravely when he returned 
and put his arms around me. 
“Schuyler, I’m going to tell you. . .” 
My tongue seemed suddenly twisted 
in my throat by the sound of a 
boat coming alongside the Desmonda 
—a bumping sound that was soon 
smothered by voices. Pedro and 
Gomez! 

I drew away from Schuyler, 
trembling from head to foot, and 
forced myself to hear above the 
roaring in my ears: 

“You're damn sure this is the boat 
Gomez?” 

“Si, si, it is! The man 
on the pier makes no mis- 
take. He saw them come 
aboard. She came with 
the man of this morning. 
I’m sure. He’s big, tall 
fellow.. A gun would be 
better than your knife for 
his kind.” 

“Carraho!” swore 
Pedro. “A knife is better. 
I want him to feel my 
knife. Here, Ill go 
aboard. You make away 
in the launch. I keep 
the row-boat.” 

“He’s a strong fellow. 
Be careful,’ warned Ed- 
wardo Gomez. 

Petrified with fear, I 
heard steps on * 
monda’s ladd 
brother Pedro 
ing aboard! hKaowing ! 
must get to him first, 1 
tried to hold Schuyler but 
he eluded me, and broke 
into a run. I followed 
him to the deck. I heard Pedro’s 
voice violent and ugly. And Schuyler 
Briggs’s voice, shocked and bewildered. 
My brother's words stopped me in 
my tracks. 

“So, you’re the rich fellow who gets 
my sister kicked out of home, who 
takes her to Surf Island and keeps 
her all night, then tries to steal her 
§ away on this boat. I'll kill you!” 

“T don’t know what you're talking 
about!” 

“Bah! Of course you don’t. You're 
afraid to know. But I know every- 
thing! A fishing smack has to take 
you and my sister off Surf Island after 

you spend all the night there together. You think I’m a damn 
fool? You think because you got money, and a swell name 
you get away with Nunciata that way? Por Dios! [I'll 
knife you.” 

I rushed out on deck. Pedro’s hand was upon the long 
knife at his waist. Schuyler faced my brother unflinchingly 
although his face was sheet white. 

“Pedro!” I cried, “how dare you come like this. You do 
not know what you’re—” 

“TJ know this man here keeps you alone on Surf Island all 
night, and I know he’s to marry you or F—” 

“What does he mean by saying I kept you on Surf Island 
all night?” interrupted Schuyler, his [Continued on page 116] 
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cA Frank Answer 
‘Wh at to the Biggest Question of the ‘Flour 


ALERIE. I can close By NC ART 'H. A cA AD y SON thing to keep them good. 
my eyes and see her but if I'd let them, they 
sitting in her big Who Understands Boys and Girls would go the limit. 


chair, legs crossed. There’s “I'm no different from 
a cigarette in one hand. any other girl; Flo is up 


Awfully pretty hands, too, with long nails that are very pink against the same thing with her man, only Flo handles him 
and very shiny. all right because she’s got an awful temper and a quick tongue. 
Val has a cute little figure and a cupid’s bow mouth, the But I'm not made that way. I love Dave and it’s awfully hard 
color of crushed strawberries. Her eyelashes are long and to be nasty to him. And I don’t trust myself. When Dave 
dark and they caress her cheeks like graceful fronds (trained and I pet, nothing else matters very much. 
that way by the persistent use of mascara. ) “So I want to draw a very definite line and tell Dave he 
Over on her dressing table is the picture must stop this side of it, but where is that line, Mrs. Madison? 
of a good looking chap with dark hair, And why is it dangerous? VALERIE.” 
slicked down in true sheik fashion. His First, Val, let’s get one thing straight, so we will understand 
name is Dave. He has laughing eyes and each other. I am not going to preach morality to you or any- 
a nice mouth and chin. Dave is Valerie's one else; there are others who can do that. I know perfectly 
boy friend, and Val is beginning to wonder well that if I were to say, “Petting cheapens a girl, Val, and 
if he’s worth all the fuss and worry. she loses the man’s respect,” you would turn away in disgust, 
Valerie uses orange note paper with a because I'd be handing you the same old line. Petting doesn't 
black and gold band running around the cheapen a girl and it doesn’t lose the man’s respect unless she. 
border. She writes in a bold, dashing herself, is cheap and 
hand; wastes no words on Fatt has no self-respect. 
flowery composition but _ So this isn’t going 
comes straight to the point: to be a_ sermon 
against petting. At 


draw the line when it comes Hered 2 the moment I am not 
to petting? What and why so concerned 
is the danger line, Mrs. with petting as what 

lies back of it, the 


Madison? It’s aw- 
fully hard to know. “ thing that makes you 
say to yourself, “I'll 


“IT have several 
boy friends, but I'm bet that boy knows 
fondest of Dave: his onions!”’ It’s the 
we will probably get same thing that 
makes you say to me, 


married some day. Wh D d I 
“When ave an 


Dave’s an awfully 
sweet kid and he’s pet. nothing else mat- 
ters very much.” 


good to me and shows me a 

good time; I guess youd That thing, Val, is 
say I’m quite crazy about mate-hunger. Some 
him, but I pet with all the people call it love. 
boys. some infatuation. 

“T live with another girl some romance, but 
in a one-room and kitchen- it’s plain every day 
ette apartment. We have hungering for a mate, 
day beds and it’s fixed up and it’s just as driv- 
like a sitting-room because ing and powerful a 
it is the only place we have to entertain force as food-hunger. 
our friends. Tuesday, Thursday and Every normal boy 
Sunday nights are mine and Flo goes and girl, man and 
out. The other nights are hers and then 
I go out; so in that way we have plenty 
of privacy. Sometimes I wish we didn’t 
have so much! 

“T am a good girl, Mrs. Madison, and Dave and the other 
boys know it, and yet they don’t act that way. My mother 
always said that a man who would ruin a girl is the lowest 
type of cad; but these friends of mine are the nicest kind of 


I can close my eyes and see Valerie sitting 
in her big chair, legs crossed, a cigarette in 
one hand, while she writes to me. At 
times she stops to stare at the picture of 


boys. They live home and have mothers and sisters and every- the dear boy whom she loves. 
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I am sitting m my study reading Valerie's letter and this article is the answer I wrote to her. I love to get your 


letters and write to you dear people. 


woman, is helpless before it because it is so strong. 


Please, please, let me hear from all of you. 


I do so want to help you. 


“But we aren’t animals,” you shout. “We're civilized.” All 


It’s this way: If you don't eat, you die; if you don’t mate, 
the race dies; and it’s nature’s business to see that neither of 
those things happens. And that’s why people fall in love, Val; 
that’s why they get married, and that’s why you like to pet with 
Dave. So you see, the desire to pet is perfectly natural and 
necessary. 

But every kiss is charged with dynamite! 

Here’s where the rub comes in. When Nature gave us that 
dominating hunger to mate, she 


you’ve got to do, Val, is to read up on mob psychology to see 
how thin our veneer of civilization is; how animal-like we really 
are. How civilized are the men and women you ride with in 
the subway when there’s a collision or short circuit? What has 
happened to civilization when a band of men open up a jail and 

yank out a prisoner and string him up to a tree? 
It’s all very well for you to say, “Well, anyway, I am civi: 
lized, and when a boy gets fresh with me I know how to put him 
in his place!” Maybe. But sup- 


did not give us a means of con- 
trolling it until safe within the 
sanctity of marriage. Nature 
knows nothing of marriage; mar- 
riage is a man-made law. 

I’m not trying to put over any 
high-fallutin ideas of my own on 
you, Val. I’ve got proof. Science 
will back me up. Listen to. this: 
It has been proved that an animal 
will face the same danger for a 
mate as it will for food. The hun- 
gry animal is placed in one cage 
and the food in another. Between 
the two runs an_ electrically 
charged plate. The animal must 
cross that plate to get to the food. 
As he gets nearer the food, the 
electric shocks become more se- 
vere, but nothing short of electro- 
cution will keep the animal from 
the food. The same thing was 
done to test its mate-hunger; a 
female animal was placed in the 
other cage instead of food. The 
result was the same. 


MARTHA 
Monthly Prize Contest 


Did you ever come near crossing from 
the right to the wrong side? What stopped 
you? How did you know when to stop? 

Is there any girl who hasn't asked her- 
self these questions and are there any 
absolutely safe and final answers? 

Write Martha Madison and tell her 
what your experience with “The Danger 
Line” has been. 

For the best letter, based on your experi 
ence with “The Danger Line,” Martha 
Madison will give a prize of $5; for the 
second best $3; for the third best, $2 and 
$1 for each of the next five best. Martha 
Madison will act as judge. No letter will 
te returned. Contest closes April 30, 1927. 
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pose this mate-hunger hits you 
full force one of these beautiful 
nights when you and Dave are 
“just petting’? Suppose your 
head flies off and soars up among 
the clouds somewhere, and you 
cry, “Nothing matters!” instead 
of “Nothing matters very much,” 
as you do now? Just because you 
have been able to control the sit- 
uation so far doesn’t mean that 
you always will. 

Every time you kiss Dave you 
are playing with fire, and one of 
these days that fire is going to 
burn. That’s what I want to keep 
you from, Val. 

You ask me: “Where should a 
girl draw the line and why?” I’ve 
told you why. Now I'll teH you 
where: 

Much depends on the girl, 
where and how she lives and 
whether she is of an emotional 
temperament. It’s only a step 
from a [Continued on page 92] 
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ail 
WOULD have given all the remaining years of my life for this to be an 
evil dream! But it was no dream. My “last great adventure” meant 

the end of happiness. It had lost me a husband and the peace that comes 

of marrying a good man. My visit to The Folly was folly indeed. 
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One 


type of adventure live through with 

me my last adventure. My name 
is Eva Bude, my age is thirty-three and I am a widow. I am 
a beautiful woman, a clever woman, and till a comparatively 
short time ago I should have said a very lucky woman. I 
loved my work—that of Paris buyer for a big London firm of 
wholesale dressmakers—and it was one of my journeys back 
from France that started my last adventure. 

I had just settled myself in the reserved compartment of the 
train from Dover to London when the railway carriage door 
was flung open and a man sprang up the steps. 

“Will you forgive my intrusion?” he said, in a full, caressing 
voice. “The train is absolutely full! I can’t find a seat.” 

More, it was already in motion, and a 
moment later my unbidden guest had = 


I ET those women who enjoy a certain 


I remember that he told me he had just 
sold his share in a house-agent’s business, 
and that he owned an attractive little prop- 

erty not far from Dover, and all this was true. 

I refused to give him my address but I did at last consent to 
give him my telegraphic address of “Bukalo, Frampton-on- 
Thames,” this because he had asked me to dinner the next 
Tuesday night at the Savoy Hotel, and I naturally wanted him 
to let me know if for any reason that plan fell through. 

There are more respectable people in the world than people 
who are not respectable suppose. On the other hand there are 
infinitely more lawless men and women in the world than the 
law-abiding folk would believe, even were the proverbial angel 
to come and tell them so. I, Eva Bude, was only ashamed of 
certain secret phases of my life because 
of a public opinion which I at once 


come over to my side of the carriage 
and, sitting down opposite to me, he had 
said something which at once amused. 
thrilled, and—yes, allured me. This was, 
“You mustn't mind my saying you are 
just the loveliest woman I have ever 
seen!” 

There came a time when I made a 
serious attempt to reconstruct in my 
mind everything that had happened on 
what became so retrospectively memor- 
able a journey. Why had I allowed an 
unknown man to share my solitude? 
And, above all, why had I so soon 
“made friends” with him? Was it be- 
cause I had just spent a week among 
foreigners who, though they showed me 
every courtesy, yet regarded me, as 
Frenchmen are apt to regard a woman 
who works, in an entirely impersonal 
fashion? That. no doubt. had been one 
reason, the other lay deep in the roots 
of my peculiar temperament and nature. 
The long level glance which my fellow 
traveller, as he leaped up into the railway 
carriage. had cast at me. had had in it 
that mysterious. beckoning appeal for 
which I was, half-consciously, always 


too often— 


Fust Once eNMore 
Havre you ever 


drugged your consctence 
to sleep with the childish 
plea: ‘Just once more”? 

I knew that I was 
treating the happiness 
life offered me too lightly, 
still I begged: 

“Just one more little 
adventure and then 
be good forever after.” 

But I teased life once 


feared and despised. Only later did I 
learn that my new friend had very eaily 
in life joined the herd of human rogue 
elephants. 

I remembered how that man’s per- 
sonality haunted me, how long it seemed 
till we met again. But I had had one 
pleasant interlude, the visit of my only 
real woman friend. 

We had known each other from child- 
hood, and though circumstances had 
parted us comparatively early in life we 
had always kept in touch. Now we were 
both widowed, but Agnes Horsham is 
poor, and she has four children, so she 
is compelled to live with her mother-in- 
law in the Channel Islands. Being in 
London for the first time for years, she 
came to spend one of her few precious 
hours with me, Eva Bude, in my luxur- 
ious cottage at Frampton-on-Thames. 

How that peaceful hour comes back 
to me! After a delicious little dinner 
we were sitting in my rose-scented gar- 
den, and both in the mood for confi- 
dences, indeed I had just told Agnes 
what she had thought to be an astound- 
ing fact about myself and my way of 
life. 


watching, and to which I was almost 


always prepared to grant a measure of 
response in those days that now seem so 
long ago although their shadow still hangs over me. 
How can I describe the man—his name was James Malton— 
who was to play so critical a part in my life? He was tall, 
dark. full of a kind of magnetic vigor, and his eyes held me. 
Given what we were both like. it was perhaps not so very 
strange, after all, that long before we reached our journey’s 
end each knew concerning the other, quite as much as was nec- 
essary to a good understanding. But whereas I, poor fool that 
I was, believed I knew everything that was worth the knowing. 
concerning my attractive companion, all he had learned about 
me was that I was a childless widow. Neither of us had touched 
on the sordid question of finance. That I was well off must 
have become at once apparent to Malton. for I was admirably 
dressed, in the sort of clothes that he knew too much about 
women not to know must cost a great deal of money. My 
string of pearls was unobtrusive, and the only other jewel I 
ever wear is a flat flawless emerald ring. 


“If I did that.” she said slowly, “I 
should feel such a hypocrite—” 

“You would feel like a hypocrite? Why that? I do a 
man’s work, I make a man’s income. and I choose to lead a 
man’s life. It’s a rotten convention which forces a woman to 
be what is called ‘good,’ while giving every kind of license 
to men!” I exclaimed. 

“And does no one ever suspect, Eva?” 

Poor Agnes! As a girl she had been so attractive, but now 
she looked middle-aged, though she was only thirty-four. Her 
thin, pale face wore an eager excited, and yes, rather a shamed, 
expression, as she waited for my answer. 

“No one has ever suspected, and no one will suspect—you 
see I don’t lead a double life, I lead a triple life! First comes 
my working life, and I allow nothing to interfere with that. 
As you know, I go sometimes, once or twice a month to Paris.” 

A look of understanding flashed into Agnes’s face. “Oh, 
Paris!” she exclaimed. 


I shook my head impatiently. “When I’m in Paris I’m much 
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too busy to think of anything but my work. French people, as 
a matter of fact, are awfully prudish—why I very seldom even 
lunch or dine out with a man when I’m there, yet, I’m known 
in every one of the big luxury trades in France, as ‘la belle 
Madame Bude’,” and I laughed gaily. 

“TI don’t wonder at that,” said Agnes Horsham sincerely. 
“But Eva? Tell me about your other two lives—” 

“Well, there’s my life down here! Though I’m a good deal 
away, I've kept up my tennis, and become quite keen on golf!” 

“And now—now about your third life?” 

“There isn’t much to tell, my dear! As you know, my work 
takes me about a good deal, and now and again, off and on, I 
meet a man, in whom I feel—oh it’s so difficult to explain!—a 
sort of romantic interest. I’m careful. I seldom make a mis- 
take. And of course there’s plenty of choice.” 

Agnes gazed at me bewildered. ‘“D’you mean that there are 
a lot of men always going about looking for—for an adven- 
ture?” she asked incredulously. 


LAUGHED aloud—how could I help it?—a ringing laugh of 
amusement and kindly contempt. “What sort of life can you 
have led, my poor dear, not to have found that out! Still I 
confess—” I hesitated, and Agnes looked at me in the now 
deepening twilight with keen curiosity. 

-“T confess,” I repeated, “that I do 
like a touch of real romance; I mean 
I should hate anything sordid.” 

Agnes said slowly—‘‘You're a brave 
woman, Eva. I should be so horribly 
afraid of the possible consequences.” 

Then when she saw a grin zig-zag 
across my face she cried: “You don’t 
understand what I mean! What I should 
be afraid of, were I ‘you, would be that 
when the affair is over the man wouldn't 
give me up!” 

“My dear Agnes! Surely you don’t 
think I let my temporary hero know 
anything about me! It doesn’t often 
happen that I even let him know my 
name! No, no—I always play fair. My 
partner in the game is told, very early 
in our friendship that he will very soon 
have to say bye-bye—” 

“T see,” said Agnes, under her breath. 

“And I'll tell you something else 
which may surprise you, my dear. I’ve 
now made up my mind to give up— 
well, Romance with a big R.” 

“You have?” 

“Yes—one more little adventure, and 
then I settle down to absolute respecta- 
bility.” 

“Does that mean that you’re thinking 
of marrying the kind of man who 
doesn’t even know of the sort of thing 
we've been talking about?” 

“Clever girl! Perhaps it does. And 
you've guessed that if I do marry again, 
I'll marry a good man!” 

“Eva! You are a queer woman.” 

“Am I?” I can hear my mocking tone. “Don’t reformed 


rakes always try and marry good, simple girls?” ; My companion in adventure was in exultantly high spirits. 
“Do tell me about him? I know you've some one in your Though his dark, handsome face bore the marks of strain, and 
mind! his bright brown eyes signs of sleeplessness, he looked as if. 


“I have in a way. He's rich, and good-looking too, but at last, life had given him what he had been seeking for, 
what I like about him, my dear, is that he’s a good man! If always. He had confessed to me that he had only three days 
I do marry him, I'll make him a thoroughly good wife. How- more of England left, but they would be perfect days, spent 
ever, it’s almost indecent to talk about that, as I m on the eve not only with what he was kind enough to describe as the most 


of having my last little fling!” physically perfect, but also the most alluring, woman, it had 
ever been his luck to meet. 
WEEK later I had started on my last adventure! That I can hear his deep caressing voice murmuring, “Darling! 
man, of whom I knew practically nothing, had persuaded darling, darling!” . 
me to go off just for a tiny jaunt to his lonely house near the And I, too, was in an exultant mood, determined to enjoy 
sea. Every moment of our long, delicious automobile journey every halcyon moment of my last journey into the kingdom 
pulses into life as I write. of illicit romance. This man, Jim Malton, had laid a strange 


It was a hot July day, and the London we had left three potent spell, if not on my heart, then on my senses, during our 
hours before—for I hate motoring too fast—had been like a brief acquaintance. In a way I was glad he was leaving Eng- 
furnace. land for ever . 
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“We shall be there in about ten minutes from now, sweet- 
heart. You won’t mind there being nobody to wait on you?” 
In a low, ardent voice, he added: “I'll wait on you, darling!” 

As for me I answered merrily “I’m not afraid of housework, 
Jim; and though I say it, I’m a really good cook!” 

“It’s far too hot for cooking. Besides I’ve got in there 
everything we’re likely to want,” and his eyes rested con- 
tentedly on the huge hamper which stood on the two seats. 


HERE'S ‘The Folly’,” he said suddenly. 

Halfway up the bare, almost cliff-like hill to our left, the 
shimmering blue sea to our right, stood a curious-looking white 
house in an oasis of greenery. 

Then he called out to the chauffeur: “It’s the first turn to 
the left, but you’ll have to be somewhat careful, for it’s only 
a rough track, as well as very steep.” 

The man, who had been promised a big tip, called back 


There was certainly 
someone moving about 
in the cellar. It was very 
dark down there but, 
treading cautiously, I 
made my way down the 
stairs. “Who's there?” 


I called out boldly. 


cheerily, “I'll manage 
all right, sir.” 

My eyes traveled 
slowly over the wide 
expanse of short turf- 
ed down which lay 
below the little prop- 
erty for which we 
were bound. 

“What strange, 
lonely place to choose 
for a house!” I ex- 
claimed. And_ then, 
“It must have cost a 
tremendous lot of 
money to build it up 
there, even in the good old days before the 
war. It doesn’t look a bit English.” 

“As a matter of fact you've hit the bull’s 
eye! ‘The Folly’ is an exact copy of an 
Italian villa. It was built about fifty years 
ago, by the father of the man who owns it.” 

“T thought you said it belonged to you,” I 
said quickly. The discrepancy seemed odd. 

“Well, it’s been practically mine for the 
last ten years, for the owner lives in Italy. 
Now and again we’ve managed’’—he corrected 
himself quickly—‘I’ve managed to get it let, 
but it’s far too lonely to please the sort of people who gener- 
ally want a house by the seaside.” 

Still, I noticed the “we.” 

A sudden bend in the lane brought us just below the villa, 
and I saw that the actual building was of white stone, the 
terrace was of marble, supported by wide substantial brick 
arches. Through the arches could be seen the windows of 
what was apparently the ground floor of this unusual-looking 
dwelling. 

“Tt must be a very dark basement.” I said musingly. 

“Far too dark to be of any use,” Malton said quickly. Then 
more slowly he added: “The last people who were here were 
American, and they insisted on having what they called a 


_kitchenette made out of a small room beyond the dining room. 
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They locked every door leading to the basement and I’ve not 
been down there since they left. There’s a good little oil stove 
in the kitchenette—quite good enough for any cooking we’re 
likely to want to do.” He let his voice drop. “We'll live on 
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bread and cheese and kisses,” he whis- 
pered. 

Ah me! Again and again during 
those three days I told myself that 
till this, my last secret adventure, I 
had never known what life in its per- 
fection could be. We seemed—lI and 
Jim Malton, to be the perfect comple- 
ment the one of the other. Every 
waking hour brought some new de- 
lightful proof of how well we were 
attuned. I was completely under his 
spell; he held me enthralled. 

Early on our last morning, just after 
sunrise, I awoke to see my lover bend- 
ing over me. His face was blanched, 
and I felt a thrill of terror. ‘“What’s 
the matter?” I exclaimed. 


ais ON’T you hear a noise down- 

stairs?’’ he whispered affright- 
edly, and he gripped my arm with such 
force that I bore the mark for days. 

I listened. “No, I hear nothing.” 

“Listen!” 

And then I did hear something— 
curious muffled sounds coming up from 
the hanging gardens below. 

“It’s only some animal, a sheep 
probably,” I murmured, “I think it’s 
got into that queer tin garden-room 
near the back door,” and I saw an ex- 
pression of intense relief sweep over 
Jim Malton’s haggard face. 

“Perhaps it is a sheep,” he whis- 
pered back. 

But all at once there came the 
sounds of a door opening and shut- 
ting. 

“You're right Jim! Someone has 
gone into the basement,” I exclaimed. 
“But how can they have got in there, 
it’s all shut up?” 

And then I saw that his face was 
dusky now, and as if convulsed with 
fear. I felt a little amused, God help 
me! and yes, a little disgusted too. 

“Don’t look like that! It may be a 
tramp, or a gipsy, who thinks the 
house empty. In any case I'll go 
down and see who it is,’ I added, “I 
am not afraid!” 

I had leaped out of bed, and I was 
putting on my becoming turquoise-blue kimono. Malton was 
staring at me, obviously unmanned. ‘Perhaps it is a hawker.” 

He was sitting crouched upon the low wide bed. “Some- 
how I don’t like your going downstairs all by yourself, darling. 
Yet—yet I don’t feel I can go down there.” 


7 HE door we've never opened in the dining room leads to 
the basement I suppose? Where’s the key?” 

To my surprise he muttered, “I’ve got it here, somewhere,” 
and then he got up and rummaged in his waistcoat pocket and 
produced a rusty key. I snatched the key from his nerveless 
hand and ran down to the dining room. There I put the key 
in the door and turning it found that the door opened straight 
on a dark staircase. Treading cautiously I made my way 
down, down, till I reached the large disused kitchen. What 
a queer place! It was very dark there, though a little fresh 
morning light filtered through the window, between the broad 
arches. Standing still, I listened, intently. 

Yes, there was certainly someone moving about in what had 
once probably been the servants’ hall. 

“Who's there?” I called out boldly. 

The cobwebbed door between the two rooms swung open, 


My visitor leaned toward me saying slowly, “I have come on what 


you. I belongeo the Criminal Investigation 


and a small, still boyish-looking man advanced towards me, 
while a refined voice exclaimed—“I’m awfully sorry, madam, 
to have disturbed you! I haven’t had any food since yesterday 
morning, so I’m terribly hungry. Don’t be frightened—I’m 
not a burglar, though I fear I look like one.” 

“How did you get in here?” I asked. 

And then, in the pale morning light filtering in through the 
window panes, I saw that the tramp smiled. 

“I went into that queer little tin room you've got in the 
garden,” he answered. “And behind the door there I found 
a bunch of rusty keys. I couldn't help suspecting that one of 
them would fit the back door to this house—and it did!” 

“T see.” 

I felt relieved—no harm in this poor little chap! And then 
I couldn’t help saying, “You do look bad! If you'll wait here 
a minute, I'll go upstairs and get you something to eat—and to 
drink too.” 

He said gratefully—‘“You are kind.” 

For a moment I thought of asking him to come up with me; 
I would havé done so, had I been alone in the house, for I am 
very fearless. But the thought of Malton stopped me—not 
that I wanted to think just then of Malton, for his attack of 
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“What brought you to this 
pass?” I asked. ‘What sort of 
work is it that you can do?” 

He told me that he had been a 
medical student in his first term 
at the outbreak of the war and 
that he had at once joined up. 
Twice he had been badly wounded, 
and after the Armistice he had 
foolishly commuted his pension. 
His physical condition made it 
out of the question for him to 
study medicine now, even had he 
the means to do so. “There’s an 
old friend of my father’s living in 
Dover,” he concluded, “I think 
he may help me out.” 

At last he got up. “You have 
been a_ sport!” he exclaimed. 
“The more so since I’m afraid I 
gave you a fright.” 

“The basement hasn’t been 
used for ever so long,’ I said 
lightly. “We have a tiny kitchen 
upstairs.“ 

He gave me a quick, rather 
curious look. ‘Someone’s been 
cooking lately down here,’ he 
said, “and I think some food must 
have gone bad in the larder. 
There’s a nasty smell in the next 
room. Would you like me to 
clean out the place for you?” 
“Oh, no; I expect it’s only a 
dead rat!” 

I held out my hand. “Good- 
by, and good-luck!” 

“The same to you,’ he said 
cordially, then turning, limped 
across the wide kitchen. 

“You'll shut the outer door— 
and put the keys back where you 
found them?” I called out, just as 
he disappeared through the door. 
I found Jim had cooked break- 
fast, but he looked strangely 
changed, so unlike his caressing, 
jovial self. 

“I can’t make out,” he said un- 
easily, “how the chap got in?” 


I am afraid is unpleasant business. I think it best to be frank with But when I had told him, he 

Department of Scotland Yard”. struck his right hand on the table. 

“How could I have been such a 

nerves had shocked me. But I had become aware, during our fool!” he exclaimed. “But I haven't thought of that bunch of 

short acquaintance, that the hero of this, my last adventure, keys since—well—’ he hesitated a moment, “the last tenants 

was a highly sensitive and nervous man, in spite of his air of _ left. They must have been left there by a mah who used to 
virile strength. come in to air the place and look after the garden.” 

I ran quickly up the dark flight of stairs, and then opening ‘ ; 
the door I came right on Jim Malton. He was standing there, WENT upstairs and when I came down dressed Jim was in 
his face grey and drawn. none of the living rooms, and I wondered where he could 


“It’s all right!” I exclaimed, “Only a hungry tramp. I’m be. Then, all at once, I saw him on the terrace, a bunch of 
giving him a bit of meat and bread and butter. He'll be gone rusty keys in his hand. He looked moody, preoccupied, 
in a few minutes!” troubled; and I, too, felt suddenly heavy-hearted. “Our last 

morning,” I murmured, and going out of the tiny window I 

WENT down into the quaint kitchenette where I had spent laid my head on his breast. But he pushed me from him. “I 

happy moments during the last three days doing odd little can’t make any of these keys fit the back door,” he said 
bits of cooking, mostly of the fresh egg variety; there I put abruptly. “I’ve tried them all, over and over again.” 


some meat, a generous hunk of bread, and some butter on a tray. I felt hurt, as well as very much surprised. ; 

Once more I made my way down the somber steep stairway “I’m certain I could make it work. Give me a little of that 
to the basement, and turning again into the dark kitchen I put salad oil; it will be all right once I’ve oiled the rust off it.” 
down the tray on the table near the window. I confess to His face cleared as he watched me rub up a key he had 
being woman enough to feel flattered at my unbidden guest’s detached from the ring. Off he went again. But soon he came 
look of mingled gratitude and admiration. back. “No! It won’t work. You don’t think that young 

As he fell to, ravenously, I noticed that his hands were white, chap could have taken the right key off the ring and gone off 
and that he used his knife and fork like a cultured man. with it, do you? He might.” [Continued on page 90) 
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E GOT the raise! Remember we 
hinted that when the letters that 
came to Aleck Smart got up in the four 
figures, the Editor of this great family 
journal would give us a boost in our pay 
check. You came through like a Kansas 
cyclone. But don’t fail us now. The 
Editor’s a touchy bird and if you dropped 
off he’d probably stick a knife into our in- 
creased pittance. We count on you to 
stand by us—to your wife’s last relation. 
Enter Aleck Smart’s contests. Win a 
prize. But write to Aleck—whatever’s on 
your mind. 


* * * * 


As You Were 


The hair-dressers are always taking 
the joy out of life. They're saying 
again that you girls are letting your hair 
grow and that the bob, shingle, or what- 
have-you is going out of style. Is it 
true girls? Tell Aleck Smart it ain’t so. 
We like you as you are. But on the other 
hand we liked you as you were—and no 
doubt we will like you as you will be, 
what ever that will be, will be—forever 
and forever, Amen. 


* 


What a Stenog Should Say: 


You stenogs simply ate up the chance to 
say—with perfect safety—what you have long 
wanted to say to the smiling, date-suggesting 
boss who pulls the gag about, “Would the 
boy friend object?” Here’s the first prize win- 
ner and four of the others, at one berry each. 
Another dollar winner was Jean M. Dolley, 
Sierraville, Calif., who said it in verse too long 
for publishing in this column. 


“Would your boy friend object if to dinner and show 
“My little stenog 1 should take?’ 
Should a two-time employer hand that gag to me 
I wouldn't e’en razz the old rake. 
I'd murmur quite soft, in a voice with a smile, 
(A stenog her pose must exert) 
“T really don’t know what my boy friend might say,— 
But I sure couldn't dish him such dirt.” 
Noma M. Hacker, Chicago, Ill. 
* * * * 
Certainly not. Bring your wife along and there will be 
four of us. N. T. Parrott, Fordyce, Ark. 
* * * * 
Not a bit. We're saving up to get married and he ap- 
preciates anything that saves him expense. 
Katherine Hinkle, Youngstown, Ohio. 
2 
You're darned right he’d object and so would you after 
he'd finished his trusty mght swat. 
Mary Frances Barbes, Elkins, West Va. 
Why, no, Mr. Smith. _I should be pleased to meet 
Mrs. Smith and no doubt she would like to see what your 
stenographer looks like. —M. Little, San Francisco, Calif. 


Smart Set Knows Its Onions 
Some women tell and some there are who 


don’t; 

Some say they will—but in a pinch, they 
won't. 

My wife, she told. But once, how well I 
know!— 


She never murmured of her latest beau. 

I couldn't stand for that banana oil 

And grew a s of my darling goil. 

See The Time She Didn't Tell.) 

I screamed a povainate: maybe just a 
curse. 

The White North stopped to listen, 
wanting worse. 

The half-breed raised his gun—the jig 
was up. 


But no, a savior husky 
See Hunted Lovers.) 


* * 


Cash for Wise-Cracks 


Here’s another chance to wise-crack. 
What would you say to the bright and 
smiling stranger who uses the old one: 
‘“‘Let me see. Haven’t I met you be- 
fore?’’ Aleck Smart will pay one dollar 
for each of the ten best answers. Con- 
test closes April 30, 1927. We're the 
judge. No letters returned. 

* * * 


When a flapper winks at a middle aged man in 
a limousine its usually with a palace aforethought! 
It’s always fare weather when good fellows and 
gold-diggers get together! 
Henry A. Courtney, Atlanta. 


*+ 


March’s Limerick Winners 


Anne Sperry, Springfield Center, N. Y., stopped the 
show in the March Limerick Contest and picked off the 
first prize with this last line: 

“And traditions were sent all askewdeo.” 

Second prize went to P. D. Ingals, of San Francisco, 
Calif., and a one dollar bill went to each of the following: 
Ruth F. Brewer, Norwich, Conn., Evelyn Jameyson, 
Kansas City, Mo., Mrs. F. M. Harvey, Terre Haute, Ind., 
Alice Hull, Atlanta, Ga., Edna Retzman, Chicago, IIl. 


Puzzle Fans, Attention! 

How did you get along with our April cross- 
word puzzle? Here’s the solution. Check up 
your answer by this. Let Aleck Smart know 
if you want more cross words. 
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N February Smart Set, we asked you 

gicls to tell us about your ideas of 
the fellow you want to marry. Here 
you are. 


“Milly,” of Henderson, N. C. says: 
homely for the children’s sake and buy Smarr Ser 


“He must be 


monthly. Otherwise any man will do.” “Milly” gets 
the two big dollars. One dollar bills go to these five 
“Peggy,” of Syracuse, N. Y., demands “a professional 
football or baseball star,” but moans “they're all marrix ~ 
s0 I'm just out of luck.” Frances Naylor of Springsi 

. J., insists “he must know how to love—and mean 1.” 
From Fresno, California, Blanche Woodside asks for “a 
man who is noble and strong. But I want him to be just 
a little bit wrong.” That's liberal, Blanche. Miss H. A 
Shield of Larimore, N. D., says: “He must have no 
ears for gossip, and interpret everything for the best.” 
Don’t give him cause, lady. Then comes this honest cry 
from Yvonne Rose, Portsmouth, Ohio: “He must know 
all the late stuff, smoke cigarettes, and carry a flask.” 
Oh, Yvonne! 

*_ * * * 


Those College Boys Think 
Such Funny Things 


Twenty years ago the girls never 
thought of doing the things they do 


nowadays. That’s why they didn’t do 
them.—Kansas Sour Owl. 

Of all sad words of tongue and pen 
the saddest are these: “‘I’m not that 
kind of a girl.”’-—C. C. N. Y. Mercury. 

A kiss in time saves nine miles’ walk. 
—Pitt Panther. 

The main difference” between my girl 
and a traffic cop is that the cop means 
it when he says, ‘‘Stop!’’ — Arizona 
Kitty-kat. 


* * * * 


Dollar a Line Limerick Contest 


We want a last line to this limerick—and 
we’re willing to pay one dollar each for the ten 
we like best. Contest closes April 30, 1927. 
Aleck Smart’s the judge. No letters returned. 


A delectable, innocent miss, 

Said, “Granpa, it’s nifty to kiss.” 
“Woof, woof,” said the Sage 

And made Peaches the rage; 


* * 


Just to please the Boss, after you have read 


’ Aleck Smart turn to the pages up front. You 


will find several interesting contests to tax your 
wits and maybe add to your bank roll. That 
every reader will win a prize is the hope of 


Smank 
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Number three of the Princess Pat informa- 
tive Series giving women really valuable and 
scientific facts aboul complexion care. Here 
we tell something about skin cleansing which 
will be news to 99 women out of 100. 


Ow 


CLEANSING withthe Right CREAM 
performs a new marvel of Beauty Science. 


AN THE RIGHT CREAM do more 
( than cleanse? Indeed yes, infi- 

nitely more! It can have exactly 
the same wonderful effect upon the 
complexion that a warm bath has upon 
a tired body—and for the same /ittle 
known reasons. 


Everyone has experienced the sensa- 
tion of stepping dead tired into the 
warm bath, oa emerging fresh as a 
daisy. Not many know why. Physicians 
call it the ‘‘reflex arc.’’ Simply stated 
there is stimulation to the nerves and 
blood vessels which does not stop at the 
surface. It is carried along underlying 
nerves to deeper centers. (Clear down 
through the tissues may go this im- 
pulse started at the skin surface). Open- 
ing and cleansing the pores, stimulat- 
ing the skin—that has been the sole 
cause of revived life. 


But You Cannot Possibly Scrub 
Your Face As You Do Y our Body 


No. But Princess Pat Cleansing Cream 
does for your complexion precisely what 
a vigorous bath does for your body— 
and with the necessary gentleness. It 
does this in a wholly different, scien- 


‘Princess 


PRINCESS PAT LTD. 


Princess Pat perfect beauty aids include: Princess Pat Cream Skinfood and Ice Astringent (the famous 
Twin Cream Treatment), Princess Pat Skin Cleanser, Almond Base Face Powder, Rouge, Lipstick, 
Two-Purpose Talc, Perfwme, Toilet Water. 


tific way. For Princess Pat Cleansing 
Cream removes pore film, which resists 
ordinary creams. 

Leading skin specialists will tell you 
what pore film is—an invisible film 
which forms on every skin every day. 
Your face is covered night and morn- 
ing. Pore film is acid and irritating. 
You cannot see it, but it is present, 
causing blackheads, oily skin, coarse 
pores, i etc. Perspiration and 
oil from the skin cause pore film. And 
sooner or later the skin suffers its 
effects. 

Very well. When you use Princess Pat 
Skin Cleanser (scientifically formu- 
lated for the purpose) you remove pore 
film, as well as the customary dust and 
dirt which ordinary creams remove. 
Then, for the first time in your life 
perhaps, the pores of your skin will be 
completely cleansed, completely freed of 
invisible, choking pore film. 

And what happens? Thousands -—— thousands 
of tiny nerves within the skin telegraph to the 
deeper nerves, ‘‘we're free, we're free.’’ Count- 
less little blood vessels sleepily relaxed respond 
to the message, awaken and contract. They expel 


their sluggish, poisoned contents and rush fresh, 
pure blood to the skin, making it tingle and 


glow with new health and life. Through the 
“reflex arc,’’ all of nature’s magic forces are 
concentrated to benefit the skin. 


You Do Nothing New, But 
Your Cream Does 


You apply Princess Pat Cleansing Cream just as 
you would any other cold cream. No new habits 
to form. But how different the results! A few 
days free from pore film, a few days with the pores 
really cleansed and awakened, and you could not 
be persuaded to go back to creams which do not 
remove the injurious acid film. Too, Princess Pat 
Cleansing Cream is delightful to wse—entirely 
free from objectionable ‘stickiness.’’ It is utterly 
free of any ingredient that couid promote hair 
growth. You cannot help but delight in its use. 


You cannot reasonably deny yourself the advan- 
tages of pore film removal. One jar of Princess 
Pat Skin Cleanser will convince—or your dealer 
will refund its cost. 


SPECIAL 


The very popular Princess Pat Week-End Set is 
NOW offered you for this coupon and 25c [coin]. 
Set beautifully boxed, contains easily a month's 
supply of powder and SIX other Princess Pat 
preparations. Please act promptly. 


CHICAGO, VU. &. 


PRINCESS PAT LTD 


Pat Week End Set. 
Street 


City and State 


2709 S. Wells St., Dept. No. 1305, Chicago 
Enclosed find 25c for which send me the Princess 
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It’s a universal weakness 


AYBE you have observed that 
most of us are lazy even 
though we won’t admit it. 

The woman in the picture, for 
instance. Still in bed at one o'clock in 
the afternoon, although she should 
have ordered tomorrow’s groceries, 
had a shampoo, visited the dentist and 
exchanged some purchases at the store. 

Study your own character for a mo- 
ment. Ask yourself if you are always 
prompt about attending to the little 
tasks of life. 

It seems to be almost a universal 
failing to neglect them. And this 
applies particularly to tooth brushing 
—that necessary twice-a-day rite. In 
contemplating the task itself, we lose 
sight of the delightful and health 
giving after effects. 

Recognizing this human weakness 
we set about to create a dentifrice to 
meet it—a dentifrice for busy people, 
for tired people—even for lazy people. 


Now greater speed 
A dentifrice to clean teeth quicker 


*This specially prepared cleansing medium 
(according to tests based upon the scale of 
hardness scientists employ in studying 
mineral substances) is much softer than 
tooth enamel. Therefore, it cannot scratch 
or injure the enamel. 

At the same time it is harder than the 
tartar which accumulates and starts tooth 
decay. 


than ever before. And clean them 
whiter. 

Our chemists created formula after 
formula. Three were selected. Each 
was tried by thousands. The result 


‘was noted. Then the most perfect of 


the three was chosen. 


Minimum Rubbing 


Now we offer it to you under the 
name, Listerine Tooth Paste. It pro- 
vides a maximum of cleansing* with 
a minimum of brushing. The job’s 
over in a minute. But that clean, 
fresh feeling in the mouth lasts a 
long time. 


And only 25c 


Compare this dentifrice with any 
paste at any price. Once you use it, 
we will wager you'll be delighted 
with its results—and its economy. 
Lambert Pharmacal Company, St. 
Louis, U.S. A. 


P. S.— By the way, the 25c tube of 
Listerine Tooth Paste is a large one. 


LISTERINE 


COPYRIGHT 1927, LAMBERT PHARMACAL CO, 
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“even for lazy people” 


TOOTH PASTE 
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‘Kissproo 


pro 


Once applied, your lips are beauti- 
ful, full colored, gorgeous things — 
and not for an hour or two hours, 
but for the entire day. Kissproof is 
so different you will wonder how 
you were ever satisfied with the 
ordinary kind. 


Flatters every complexion 
Kissproof is such a rare blend of 
red and orange it will instantly 
make your lips vivid, brilliant, and 
gorgeous — yet so delicate, so sub- 


tly natural one would never know 
you used a lipstick at all. 


Send for 
Kissproof Beauty Box. 


It contains a dainty, miniature Kiss- 
proof Lipstick, a beautifully deco- 
rated box of the wonderful new 
windproof Kissproof Face Powder, 
a generous supply of Kissproof 
Rouge, the last word in vivid, dar- 
ing, yet natural color, and a whole 
s of Delica-Brow, the 
original 
waterproof 
liquid 
dressing for 
the lashes 
and brows. 


Delica Labora- 
tories, Inc., 3012 


Send h Clybourn Avenve, 
Kissproofe Dept. 1325, Chicago, Il. 
Beauty Box and a 12-color Art Print of the Kiss- 


Proof Girl. I enclose 20 cents to cover the cost of 
packing and mailing. Check shade of powder. 

DO Flesh O White © Brunette O Ivory 


| My One Last Fling 


[Continued from page 85] 


I gazed at him. “What possible reason 
could he have to do such a thing? He prob- 
ably wrenched the lock in some way when 
turning the key.” 

Malton made no further allusion to the 
matter, but three times during that long 
morning I heard him going round the garden 
to the door which gave access to the base- 
ment. And each time, as he came back, I 
realized by his vexed, preoccupied, look that 
he had met with disappointment. 

I was glad, not sorry, when the man who 
had motored us from London three days 
ago drove up to the bottom of the stone 
steps. And as my companion locked the 
front door of the lovely lonely villa I stood 
gazing over the sea, wishing Jim Malton had 
not spoilt, by his strange moodiness, the last 
morning of my last adventure. 


T WAS a strange, silent drive to Dover, 

but when the car drew up, close to the 
harbor, he crushed me to him with something 
of his old ardor. Tears started to my eyes. 
But after he had left me I brushed them 
aside; and as I drove on, alone, there came 
over me a sincere feeling of retief that I had 
|/now done, for ever, with the dangers of 
lawless secret love. 

The two months which followed were 
busy months for me, and truth to tell I had 
almost forgotten that strange last adventure 
‘of mine when, on the first of September I 
| accepted an offer of marriage from the man 
of whom I had spoken to my friend, Agnes 
Horsham. 

“A gentleman for you, ma’am. I think 
he said his name was Eaton.” 

I was writing to tell Agnes of my engage- 
|ment and when my maid opened the door I 
jhad just written the words: “I am happier 
'than I thought it possible any human being 
could ever be in this drab world. Harry is 
|an angel, and he thinks me one too. I know 
|many think me a hard, worldly woman, 
| Agnes, but I would marry Harry if he be- 
|came ruined tomorrow. You will laugh at 
| me, but I feel now that I know for the first 
|time what real love is, and can be. I feel 
like a girl, a lovely, pure innocent girl, re- 
joicing in her first love 

I looked around. “A gentleman for me? 
Show him in,” I said, feeling a little vexed, 
aware, too, that I knew no one of the name 
|of Eaton. 
| A moment later I was shaking hands with 
| my visitor, deciding in my own mind that 
| he was a professional man of a good stamp. 
| But I remember feeling that he was ill-at- 
|ease, and wondering why—most men smile 
| when they first look at me—even now. He 
| simply stood gazing at me, fixedly, and there 
was no touch of the admiration to which I 
was accustomed in the quiet, level glance. 

At last I broke a silence which had become 
oppressive. “May I enquire your business?” 

I asked. 

He answered at once, in quick incisive 
tones, “I have come on what I’m afraid is 
unpleasant business, Mrs. Bude.” 

“Unpleasant business?” I echoed, won- 
dering what he could mean. And then I 
saw that, at last, he was beginning to be 
well, what shall I say?—affected by my 
| beauty. 

“Do sit down,” I said conciliatingly. 
| He sat down, and then, after a pause, he 
| said: “May I take it, Mrs. Bude, that your 
telegraphic address is Bukolo, Frampton-on- 
Thames?” 

“Yes,” I said quickly. “What of it?” 
He opened his black attaché case, and 
taking out of it a telegraph form which was 
obviously a copy, handed it to me, and 
I read: 
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“The Old Cottage, on-Thames, 
Handed in at “eel 3:25, delivered Framp- 
ton 4:17, July 3. 

The motor meets you Waterloo three 
o'clock tomorrow. JIM.” 
Dover? The Motor? Jim? I shall 

never forget that first moment of sick ter- 
ror. Could this mean—it must mean—that 
I was about to be cited as co-respondent in 
a divorce case? That Malton’s account of 
himself had been a lie from beginning to 
end? That he was not a widower but a 
married man? And, finally, that his wife 
had had him watched! This Mr. Eaton, of 
course, a lawyer. How stupid of me not 
to have guessed it sooner! Suddenly I re- 
membered the tramp who had broken his 
way into the basement of the villa. He 
must have been the detective who had 
tracked us down. Still, I might manage to 
keep out of the case. Money will do a great 
deal, and I had a good deal of money put 
away... 

“= did 1 receive that telegram,” I said < 
last. 

“D’you admit having motored on July 4 
last, in the company of one James Malton. 
to a house called ‘The Folly’ some eight 
miles from Dover?” 

I asked: “Am I bound to answer that 
question ?” 

Mr. Eaton made no reply to that for a 
few moments, and I added—‘I suppose you 
are Mrs. Malton’s solicitor?” 

“Mrs. Malton?” he repeated, question 
ingly. And then, as [ said nothing, he went 
on, slowly, “I think it best to be frank with 
you, Mrs. Bude. I belong to the Criminal 
Investigation Department at Scotland Yard.” 

Oh! how relieved I felt. Then it was 
Malton who had done something shady? In 
my heart of hearts I was not surprised. A 
high official of Scotland Yard had been very 
kind to a business friend of mine, with re- 
gard to a difficult and delicate matter con- 
cerning a case of blackmail, and the person 
who had received valuable assistance had 
been an attractive woman, though not nearly 
as attractive as I knew myself to be. 

“IT was only at ‘The Folly’ three days,” 
I murmured. “And if it were ever found 
out—I mean if I was brought into even a 
police-court case—it would be my ruin, Mr. 
Eaton, not only as a business woman e 
And then I stopped. I would not mention 
my engagement unless I were driven to it. 

I went on, beginning suddenly to feel 
really nervous again: “Surely it won't be 
necessary for me to give evidence? And if 
it is, you will prevent my name appearing 
in the papers?” 

He said suddenly: “How long had you 
known James Malton, Mrs. Bude? I sup- 
pose your acquaintance with him was of 
short standing?” 


ND then, all at once feelings of acute, 
agonizing shame seemed to envelop me 
as in tongues of fire. “I—I can’t remember 
exactly when I did first meet him,” I fal- 
tered, and I saw at once he knew that I 
was not telling the truth. 

“Try and remember,” 
coldly. 

I looked at him pleadingly. 
I ought to remember?” 

Thank God the half-appeal went home. I 
saw that Mr. Eaton was beginning to feel 
sorry for me. 

“T will be frank with you, Mrs. Bude. We 
know a great deal, but we do not know 
whether your acquaintance with Malton was 
of long standing—whether, for instance, you 
had ever been to ‘The Folly’ in his company 
before ?” [Continued on page 92) 
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West Disinfecting Co. 


Under Woman’s Most Trying Hygienic Handicap 


Enjoy peace-of-mind under the most trying of 
hygienic handicaps—utter and absolute protec- 
tion, plus an end forever to the embarrassing 


problem of disposal 


4 


By J. BucKLanp, Registered Nurse 


HEER frocks and gay gowns under diffi- 

cult hygienic conditions used to present 
a serious problem—women thus were handi- 
capped, both socially and in business. But 
today, to the modern women, they come as 
the merest incident. 


The old-time “sanitary pad,” hazardous and 
uncertain, has been supplanted with a protec- 
tion that is absolute. Wear lightest, filmiest 
things, dance, motor, go about for hours 
without a moment’s thought or fear. 


KOTEX—What it does 


Unknown a few years ago, 8 in every 10 
women in the better walks of life have dis- 
carded the insecure “sani- 


| Easy 
| Disposal 
and 2 other 


important 
factors 


wadding, the world’s super- 


absorbent, Kotex absorbs 
16 times its own weight in 
moisture. It is 5 times as absorbent as the 
ordinary cotton pad. 

It discards easily as tissue. No laundry— 
no embarrassment of disposal. 

It also thoroughly deodorizes, and thus 
ends all fear of offending. 

You obtain it at any drug or department store, 
without hesitancy, simply by saying “Kotex.” 


Only Kotex itself is “like” Kotex 
See that you get the genuine Kotex. It is 
the only sanitary napkin embodying the super- 
absorbent Cellucotton wadding. It is the 
only napkin made by this company. Only 
Kotex itself is “like” Kotex. 

You can obtain Kotex at better drug and 
department stores everywhere. Comes in sani- 
tary sealed packages of 12 in two sizes, the 
Regular and Kotex-Super. 


Kotex Company, 180 


tary pads” of yesterday 
and adopted Kotex. 


cabinets in rest-rooms 


North Michigan Ave., 
Chicago, 


Kotex-Regular 


protection — 5 
times as absorbent as 
the ordinary cotton 
“pads.” 


Kotex-Super 
65c per dozen 90c per dozen 


Obtain without em- 
barrassment, at any 
store,* simply by 
saying ‘‘Kotex.” 


“Ask for them by name” 


KOTEX 


PROTECTS — DEODORIZES 


Nolaundry—discards as 
easily as a piece of tissue 
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riple the 
Whiteness 


of Your skin in 3 days 


I beg to present one of the —- 
beauty discoveries of all time . 
three-fold skin-whitener. Repent 
sults that will amaze you. For now, 
in just 3 to 6 days, you can triple the 
whiteness of your skin . . . smooth it 
to soft, creamy texture . . . and clear 
it of every blemish! 


Entirely Natural Method 


Your skin is far whiter than you imagine, 
but its whiteness is masked beneath years of 
exposure to sun, wind, dust, ete. My new- 
type lotion unveils it and multiplies it. In 
six days this lotion undoes the havoc of 
years of exposure. In a perfectly natural 
way, amazing whiteness and smoothness are 
brought up from underneath the darkened 
weather-roughened surface. 


Freckles and Blackheads Vanish 


Blemishes, roughness and tiny imperfec- 
tions are erased from the skin surface. All 
trace of freckles, tan, blackheads and rough- 
ness disappear almost as if you had wished 
them away. You actually see your skin 
grow clear, fresh, ivory-white . . . and this 
beauty is in the skin itself—smooth, deli- 
cate, flawless beauty that powder can never 
give! 
NOW USED IN 28 COUNTRIES 


Never before have women had such a cosmetic. Ina 
few short months its fame has spread to three conti- 
nents and 28 countries. Now, in just three to six days, 


you can have the glory of a clear, milk-white skin. 


POSITIVE GUARANTEE 
Will you try this amazing treatment? Test it to 
whiten hands, face or neck. Apply in three minutes 
at bedtime. See what a remarkable improvement 
just three days make. 


Send no money—simply mail coupon. When package 
arrives pay postman only $1.50 for the regular large- 
size bottle. Use this wonderful cosmetic six days. 
Then, if not simply delighted, return it, and I will 
refund your money without comment. Mail coupon 
today to (Mrs.) GERVAISE GRAHAM, 25 W. 
Illinois St., Chicago. 


GERVAISE GRAHAM 
LOTION FACE BLEACH 


MAIL NOW 


(Mrs.) Gervaise Graham, 

Dept. S-5, 25 W. Illinois St., Chicago. 

Send me, postage paid, one Lotion Face Bleach. On 
arrival, I will pay postman only $1.50. If not delighted 
after six days’ use I will return it and you will at once 
refund my money. 


| myself to sob, convulsively. 


“Never,” I cried eagerly. “Never! I 
swear it. It was the first time I had ever 
done anything of that kind!” 

“Then I may take it that your acquaint- 


| ance with Malton was of short duration?” 


Very reluctantly, I murmured, “Yes.’ 

“You were abroad on business from the 
Ist to the 9th of June. May I assume that 
you had not yet met this man before you 
went to Paris?” 

For a while I could not speak, I allowed 
Should I lie, 
or should I admit the truth? The fact that 
he was a member of the greatest Detective 
Association in Europe made up my mind 
for me. Wisely—far more wisely than I 
knew—I decided for the truth. 

“I met him,” I said in a strangled voice, 
“on my journey from Dover to London on 
June 9.” 

Again he glanced at his book. “I see— 
three weeks almost to a day before you and 
he went to the house called ‘The Folly’ to- 
gether?” 

I felt too humiliated, too ashamed to do 
more than bend my head. 

“And now,” he said, “We come to certain 
events which occurred while you were at 
‘The Folly.’” 

I looked at him in dumb surprise. To 
what events could he be referring? Nothing 
had happened at “The Folly” which could 
possibly be called an “event” during those 


| three halcyon days. 


“Early on the morning of July 7th a 
stranger effected an entrance into the base- 
ment of the house. You heard the sounds 
made by him, and you came downstairs in 
your dressing-gown. Then you very kindly 
went upstairs and shortly after returned 
with some food. You told him that the 
basement had not been used for a long time, 
and he commented on the fact that there 
was a peculiar odor in the scullery. You 
answered that it was probably caused by a 
dead rat.” 

“Yes, I remember his coming quite well,” 
I said with quivering lip. 

“The young fellow—his name is Skinner 
—locked the back door behind him, but he 
took away the key, Mrs. Bude. A week ago 
he went back to the house, and a certain 
suspicion he had formed when he was there 
before was confirmed. Quite properly he 
then went to the Dover Police-station.” 

He looked at me significantly and then he 
asked another, and a final question: “I sup- 
pose you had no occasion to go again into 
the basement of ‘The Folly’, Mrs. Bude?” 

“I was only in the basement that one 
time,” I exclaimed. “It’s quite cut off from 
the rest of the house. What little cooking 
I had occasion to do was done on an oil 
stove in a little room upstairs which had 
been fitted up as a pantry.” 

Suddenly my visitor leaned forward. “I’m 
afraid,” said he gravely, “that I'm going to 
give you a great shock, Mrs. Bude.” 

Mr. Eaton opened out a piece of paper he 


held in his hand. 
the basement.” 

I got up and bent over the paper while 
he, pointing with a pencil, observed, “Here 
is the kitchen, in which you had that talk 
with the man Skinner.” 

“Yes?” I said hesitatingly. 

“Here, next to it, is the scullery, almost 
as large, you will observe, as is the kitchen. 
Beyond the kitchen is a cellar.” 


“I have here a plan of 


He waited, and then he said slowly. “In 
that cellar, Mrs. Bude, was found, just seven 
days ago, the body of a woman.” 

The words “the body of a woman” seemed 
to be hammered on my brain—but though 
I opened my lips twice, I found I could not 
speak. 

“But for the accident of young Skinner 
passing by that lonely way tired and hungry, 
but for the far greater accident of his ob- 
taining entry into ‘The Folly’, the body— 
which is that of the unfortunate woman who 
was Malton’s first wife—might not have 
been discovered for years. We have reason 
to suppose that there will be no difficulty 
in proving that the last woman James Mal- 
ton took there before he took you was his 
wife, and that he left her there, dead or 
alive, the afternoon that you and he met 
for the first time. 

“The opening day of the inquest has been 
fixed for next Saturday morning. I have 
with me a subpoena calling for your at- 
tendance. By that time the extradition for- 
malities will have been completed, and we 
hope Malton will be present.” 

“Present ?” [ echoed stupidly. 

“Yes, for we discovered Malton’s where- 
abouts quite easily. He was with his new 
wife, a rich Canadian lady, at Deauville, and 
he had already paid the purchase money for 
‘The Folly’.” 

“Can nothing, nothing, nothing save me, 
Mr. Eaton? Must I appear at the inquest ?” 

He held out his hand. He forced me to 
rise to my feet. “Yes, you must be there, 
and if Malton is committed for trial you 
will, of course, have to give evidence at his 
trial for murder.” 

Then he became human, “I am sorry, Mrs. 
Bude, to have been the bearer of such ill 
tidings,” and then, “Here is your summons 
to attend the inquest,’ he murmured. 

I took it from his hand. Oh, God, I 
would have given all my remaining years of 
life for this to be an evil dream! But it was 
no dream. 

“T must be going now,” he said, and again 
he muttered, “I feel very, very sorry for 

After he had gone I went back to mv 
writing-table, and tore up the letter I had 
been writing to my friend, Agnes. 

My “last great adventure” meant the end 
of my dream of happiness. It had lost me a 
husband and the peace that comes of marry- 
ing a good man. My visit to ‘The Folly’ 
was folly indeed. 


The Danger Line 


[Continued from page 79] 


kiss to an intimate caress, and hardly any 
step at all from that to what you fear. So 
to you, Val, I say: “Stop with the kiss!” 
It’s much the safest because the odds are 
all against you, the dangerous privacy, the 
absolute freedom of your existence, your 
own admission that you don’t trust your- 
self, and Dave’s equally dangerous, “You 
ought to trust me!” All these and more 
are lined up on one side with only your 
belief that you shouldn’t on the other. 

It’s no time for trusting, Val. When you 


are driving a car and see a sign by the 
“Stop! 
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roadside that says, Turn back! 


Danger ahead,” you don’t keep on, trusting 
in the power of your car and your ability 
as a driver. That is, you don’t unless you're 
ready to “check out.” And it’s the same 
with petting. 

I promised not to preach morality or argue 
against petting. I haven’t. But I do hope 
that I have lifted the veil of mystery and 
destroyed the deplorable ignorance with 
which you and most girls face the facts of 
life. So pet, if you want to, Val, but stop 
with the kiss before it’s too late! 

Lorette wonders: “Does he love me?” 

“Dear Martha Madison:—How can I 
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find out whether the man I love cares for 
me? We've had lots of dates and once, 
in the presence of our parish priest, he spoke 
of marriage. I visited his home, met his 
mother and to all appearances made a good 
impression. Then the trouble started. 

“He called me one Sunday afternoon and 
invited me to a party at his house and asked 
if he could come for me. The night before 
I had made a date for that evening, but pre- 
ferred to go to Bob’s party, and “stand 
up” the other fellow. So I told Bob to come 
for me and I instructed the maid who tends 
door at the girls’ club where I live, that I 
was at home to no one but Bob. She mis- 
understcod and told both boys I was not 
home. I waited till ten o’clock and then 
cried myself to sleep. 

“Bob called the next day and was furi- 
ous, insisting that I had deliberately broken 
the date. He would not believe me. I wrote 
him a letter, explaining in detail. No an- 
swer. Now, Mrs. Madison, in this club they 
don’t like the girls to go out much and often 
thev will say someone is not home without 
bothering to see. Father T has told me 
that Bob was asking about me, and said 
he would never call the club again because 
they always told him I was out. My girl 
friends say he inquires about me, too. still 
go out a lot, but no one else interests me. 
What can I do? Lorette, Omaha, Neb.” 

Dear Lorette:—I fear Bob has convicted 
you on circumstantial evidence and it’s partly 
your fault. You gave every indication of be- 
ing sincere and serious with him, so much 
so that he spoke once of marriage, and yet 
you went out with other boys. Then came 
the misunderstanding about your Sunday 
night date; and now you still go about ap- 
parently having a good time, as if the loss 
of his friendship didn’t matter. You see 
what I mean. It looks bad. 

Of course I know, Lorette, that deep 
down in your heart you really love Bob and 
that you’ve played fair with him, but when 
a girl wants to convince a man that she 
loves him and wants that love to culminate 
in marriage, she doesn’t make dates with 
other fellows; the two don’t jibe. Right 
now, you say nobody else interests you and 
vet you go out! 

But the game is far from lost. Everything 
Bob has done since that Sunday night con- 
vinces me that he’s probably spoiled, stub- 
born, sensitive, but certainly in love with 
vou. He seems to think a great deal of 
Father T——, and I think in him you would 
find a valuable ally. Tell Father T—— ex- 
actly what you have told me and ask him 
to talk to Bob. 

Another thing, Lorette, don’t be afraid 
to meet Bob more than half way. Call him 
up. If he says he won’t see you, be per- 
sistent. Coax, flatter, cajole, scold, try 
everything until he says yes. If you can 
talk with him alone and in some quiet place 
I am sure you can win him over. And in 
the future, think less about how much he 
loves you and more about convincing him 
how much you love him. Love is bought 
with love, little girl. 


ILDRED asks :—‘‘What’s the cure for 
stubbornness ?” 

“Dear Martha Madison:—I have been 
married only a little over a year. Ours was 
a runaway marriage because we were op- 
posed, but my people like my husband bet- 
ter now, and I love him, deeply and sin- 
cerely. At times I think he worships me. 
At others——! 

“He gets fits of stubbornness, Mrs. Madi- 
son, and then there is no living with him. 
He will accuse me of things without any 


justification. If I pin him down to facts) 
he shuts up like a clam, and if we are to} 
have any peace at all, I have to coax and} 
give in first. It hurts me awfully, because | 
he gets so sarcastic with it. 


The final rinsing 
should leave the 
hair soft and silky 
in the water. 


When thoroughly 
clean, wet hair fair- 
ly squeaks when 
you pull it through 
your fingers. 


Your Hair Looks 


Twice as Beautiful 
—when Shampooed this way 


Try this quick and simple method which thousands now use. See 


the difference it makes in the appearance of your hair. 


Note how 


it gives new life and lustre, how it brings out all the wave and color. 
See how soft and silky, bright and glossy your hair will look. 


ern styles of hair dress, make beautiful 
hair a necessity. 


The simple, modern styles of today are 
effective ONLY when the hair itself is beau- 
tiful. 

Luckily, beautiful hair is now easily ob- 
tained. It is simply a matter of shampooing. 

Proper shampooing makes the hair soft 
and silky. It brings out all the real life and 
lustre, all the natural wave and color and 
leaves it fresh-looking, glossy and bright. 

When your hair is dry, dull and heavy, 
lifeless, stiff and gummy, and the strands 
cling together, and it feels harsh and disagree- 
able to the touch, it is because your hair has 
not been shampooed properly. 

While your hair must have frequent and 
regular washing to keep it beautiful, it can- 


Te: simplicity of the bob, and the mod- 


q 


not stand the harsh effect of ordinary soaps. 
The free alkali in ordinary soaps soon dries 
the scalp, makes the hair brittle and ruins it. 


That is why thousands of women, every- 
where, use Mulsified cocoanut oil shampoo. 
This clear, pure and entirely greaseless prod- 
uct brings out all the real beauty of the 
hair and cannot possibly injure. It does not 
dry the scalp or make the hair brittle, no 
matter how often you use it. 


Just Notice the Difference 


Two or three teaspoonfuls of Mulsified is 
all that is required. It makes an abundance 
of rich, creamy lather, which cleanses 
thoroughly and rinses out easily, removing 
every particle of dust, dirt and dandruff. 


It keeps the scalp soft and the hair fine 
and silky, bright, glossy, fresh-looking and 
easy to manage ,and makes it fairly sparkle 
with new life, gloss and lustre. 


You can get Mulsified cocoanut oil sham- 
poo at any drug store or toilet goods counter, 
anywhere in the world. 


A 4-ounce bottle should last for months. 


BEAUTY. INSURANCE 


| Mail This Coupon and Try it FREE 


THE R. L. 


WATKINS COMPANY 27-M-23 | 
1276 West 3rd Street, Cleveland, Ohio 

of “Mulsified’’ PREE, all J 
our booklet Se “Why Proper Sham- | 


Be ee = Canadian address, 462 Wellington St., West, Toronto, 2-Ont. 


“He is not making enough to keep up al MVE eee COCOANUT OIL SHAMPOO 
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your skin — this 
double-quick way 


Start this amazing new beauty treat- 
ment this very night! Just rub on Nadi- 
nola, a smooth, fragrant cream, and see 
how fast it whitens yourskin to new beau- 
ty—banishes freckles and unsightly tan! 

Pimples, blackheads, moth patches. oili- 
ness, roughness—they all go—they cannot 
stay if you use Nadinola, the guaranteed 
super-bleach and complexion beautifier. You 
will be amazed how fast it clears up your 
skin—rids it of all blemishes—makes your 
complexion white, lovely, baby-smooth! 

Nadinola never fails. It contains the most 
powerful bleaching ingredients known to 
science, yet so skillfully blended they cannot 
harm the most delicate skin. It is the one 
bleaching cream that a/ways succeeds. Al- 
most overnight you note the change—then 
constant day by day improvement until your 
skin is everything you long for. 

Get a jar of Nadinola now. Let it give you 
the beauty you have longed for—the smooth, 
white velvety skin women envy and men 
admire. At good toilet counters, extra large 
size, $1. Positive, written, money-back guar- 
antee (with simple directions) in every pack- 
age. Ifyoucan't get Nadinola where you live, 
just write us for extra-large jar with dainty 
gift sample and free beauty booklet. Send no 
money—just pay the postman on delivery. Ad- 
dress Dept. S, National Toilet Co., Paris, Tenn. 


Women now know there’s none ‘‘just as good’’ as 


Send for my FREE booklet which 
teils you how in a few days toelimi- 
nate and correct coarse pores, black- 
heads, wrinkles, pimpies, freckles, 
excessive skin oilinegss and other 
complexion blemishes Also gives 
expert advice on how to make hair 
| beautiful, and how to develop or 
reduce. Results guaranteed. Sond 
for the booklet TODAY. Send no 


| 
Diucille Young Chicago 


RACTICAL 
DRYING RACK 


Fastens on radiator any height 
Arms tuck inside when not in use. 
) Ideal for Quick Drying! 

The three extension arms 

move in any direction to 

dry clothing. Nickel- 
plated, will not rust. 


Takes up no room when 
not in use. Ideal for trav- 
ellers, small apartments, 
nursery, sick rooms, etc. 
R. E. MILLER 
23 Pearl St.,N. Y. 


home or buy me decent clothes, so I am 
working and trying to get ahead a little. I 
have a hard job and get so tired by night, 
that when he acts that way I can't stand 
| it. I know he would rather I was home 
}all day and waited on him hand and foot, 
but we can’t afford it. I am afraid that 
sometime he will pack up and leave me and 
that would kill me. So what can I do to 
change him? Mildred, Chicago, Ill.” 

Dear Mildred:—If you've noticed these 
things just since your marriage I would say 
you were up against something fundamental. 
| Your husband appears to be of a nervous, 
}emotional, sensitive nature. It galls him, 
jeats at his ego, takes a sideswipe at his 
| business ability because you have to work. 
{= sees other men supporting their wives 
|and raising families and he can’t. He wants 
| you to look up to him as a magnificent pro- 

vider and protector; you can’t. And so he 
feels a great contempt for himself. It’s a 
| cancer eating deeper day by day, and he un- 
| consciously takes it out on you. 
What can you do? Turn the spotlight 
}on him some time when he is in an amiable 
mood and show him these things. Isn't 
‘there a chance that he could get a better 
job and that you could manage on his 
salary even if it meant sacrificing? Clothes 
and comforts are nice, Mildred, but they 
don’t give you the satisfaction that happi- 
| ness in love does. 

Another thing has occurred to me. Per- 
haps there’s a fundamental involved on your 
|side, too. Women have so long been sup- 
|ported and protected that most girls feel 
/contemptuous of a man who marries and 
'can’t support his wife. You see other 
| women, apparently having it easy, but their 
husbands may have bum dispositions too, 
Mildred, only they put up with it as part 
of the game. Any man is apt to be irritable 
|if he works hard and gets nowhere. And 
| because you have put your shoulder to the 
wheel perhaps you demand more from him 
}than you should. You work hard and your 
nerves get frayed and if he says, “Boo” 
you're ready to fly into hysterics. 


UT in the final analysis, Mildred, I don’t 

think you can improve the situation 
until you give up business. 

Anna wants to know:—‘Is he too old?” 


“Dear Martha Madison:—I am nineteen 
years old and there is a man thirty-one who 
|} has asked me to marry him, but I don't 
want to because he is so much older. Every- 
body tells me I am foolish not to, because 
he has plenty of money and a good po- 
sition and he doesn’t smoke or drink or 
play cards like most men do. It’s hard to 
know whether you're picking the right one 
for a life partner and maybe what every- 
body says is true, that I should marry this 
man. What do you think? Anna, Fair- 
mont, West Va.” 


Dear Anna:—It’s all very nice, but I won- 
der if you happen to love him? You didn’t 
mention it, Anna, so I was just wondering. 

It’s rather important! 

Now, is he too old? I think not. It is 
my opinion that no man should marry until 
he is thirty and no girl until she is twenty- 
five. That allows plenty of time for the 
wild oats and character development, to say 
nothing of changing ideas and ideals. 

But since when, Anna, did “plenty of 
money,” and abstinence from liquor, cards 
and tobacco make a good husband? Some 
| of the worst husbands brag about “having 
no vices.” I always say, look out for that 
| kind. Why, I’ve known men who would put 
|Saint Peter to shame, angels outside the 
|home; devils in it. Honestly, little Anna, 
|I’d rather have a man who took a drink 
now and then and dropped cigarette ashes 
on the floor and stayed out all night playing 
poker but who I knew adored me and 
wasn’t perking up his ears every time he 


heard the swish of a skirt, than the kind 
you mention. 

Certainly it’s a ticklish job, picking a 
husband; and a marriage license is easy and 
cheap to get. But you don’t know till 
after you've used it whether it was a bar- 
gain or not. That’s life, Anna, and you will 
have to face it like everybody else. I don’t 
say, “If you love him, marry him, that is 
all that matters.” Unfortunately a great 
many other things do matter, chief among 
them if he has a nice disposition, is honest 
and sincere and is not known as a heart- 
breaker. And you? Are you ready to take 
on the responsibilities of marriage as well 
as its benefits? Are you willing to renounce 
your freedom and good times and not ex- 
pect a man to treat you like a piece of rare 
old china? That’s only part of it. So think 
well, Anna, but not too long. 

AL thinks:—‘tHe likes to make me 

jealous.” 

“Dear Martha Madison:—I have been 
going with my boy friend for about a year 
and lately he has begun to take my girl 
friend out. I know he does not like her 
and I think he is trying to make me jeal- 
ous. He gave me a lovely present for 
Christmas, but right after that he changed, 
and yet I know he carries my picture every- 
where with him. I wish you could tell me 
how to get back to our old relationship. 
That’s all I want. Pal.” 

Dear Pal:—As I see it, there’s a little mat- 
ter of loyalty between friends involved. I 
never heard of a girl friend who acted the 
way yours has, but I have heard of boys 
who did just what your boy friend is do- 
ing, and strangely enough it worked. How 
do you know he dislikes your girl friend? 
He told you so? Isn’t it just possible that 
he did it to allay your suspicions? Oh, 
Pal, I’m not trying to make your young 
man out a philanderer or a hypocrite. I'm 
just trying to help you see the light in the 
dark places. 

If what you say is true, that he is trying 
to make you jealous, it probably means that 
he thought you didn’t love him enough 
or make a big enough fuss over him. Al- 
together, I think it would be sensible and 
satisfactory for you to stop shooting at 
each other in the dark. It wouldn’t lessen 
his respect for you, to come out in the 
open, nor would it cheapen you. Tell him 
frankly, and sympathetically, that if he has 
transferred his affections from you to your 
girl friend you do not want to stand in 
the way. And don't be afraid to let him 
see you care. I'd get a new girl friend, 
too, if I were you, Pal. 

A married man asks:—‘Can I win back 
my wife’s love?” 

“Dear Martha Madison:—Your letters 
seem to be mostly from young girls. Can 
you take it upon yourself to bother with 
an old married man? 

“My wife and I were married twelve 
years, separated three times. Our little girl 
is ten. During our last separation my wife 
met a man some years older than she and 
fell in love with him. It has lasted two 
and a half years and they seem to be de- 
voted. Her affection for me has compietely 
disappeared. This man is good to her and 
the little girl and makes good money. I 
could easily make it very unpleasant for 
them, but I am easy going and hate discord. 

“What I wanted to ask you is if you 
think I have a chance of regaining my wife’s 
affection? She is a good woman, and I 
guess if my mother hadn’t spoiled me we 
would have got along all right. Ray, Battle 
Creek, Mich.” 


Dear Ray:—There’s nothing so dead as 
yesterday’s newspaper and last year’s love! 
So how can I honestly encourage you to 
try and win back your wife when I’m posi- 
tive it couldn’t be done? 


\ hav 
san 
wo 
é 
ol 
thir 
‘ ano 
I 
to 
for 
ior 
self 
big 
G 
awa 
sho 
An 
Sep: 
of 
bot 
cha 
likec 
F 
the 
you 
don 
F 
you 
don’ 
B 
righ 
wit 
can 
neec 
whe 
way 
M 
local 
coul 
Bz 
can’t 
boy 
self. 
E. 
you 
wou 
e pleas 
hear 
but 
Bleaching Cream 
a= girl 
\ advice wait 
can 
He 
with 
your 
ask 
Pe 
meet 
what 
love. 
A 
you 
meet 
Be 
to 
Shov 
(A and 
war 
| 
94 


ind Why do you want to? | 
She would always be the same woman; 


| * have the same faults. You would be the 
ind same man; just as spoiled. And the past 
till would be a barrier between you; your chance 
ar- of finding happiness together is about one 
will in a million. Her chance of finding happi- 
yn’t ness with the other man looks like a sure 

_ is thing. And your own chance of finding 
eat another woman whose temperament is more 
ong in accord with yours, is good, too. | 
est 1 can’t feel that you are suffering because | 
irt- of the way things are going, and you seem, 
ake to have a good opinion of the man. So 
vell for everyone’s sake, Ray, let her go. And 
nce for your own special sake, stop calling your- 
ex- self an old married man. It doesn’t go so} 
are big with the girls. 

ink G. E. E.: Plead with your cousin to go/| 


away and leave you and your husband alone. | 
Mary Y., Waukesha, Wis.: I think you | 


me should marry him. Read my answer to | 
Anna. 
een Ada, Stapleton, S. I.: Which hurts more? | 
ear Separation from your child or the neglect 
girl of your husband? You’ve had a try at 
her both. 
for LL alone, Talahassee, Florida: You are 
red, too serious with the boys. Don't - 
ry- chase after them as you did the boy you , . 
me liked. 
nip. Frenchy, Fort Wayne, Ind.: Don’t cry for : 
the moon, dear. It might intrigue him if, _ 
at - you don’t, just because every other girl has ——_ 
I done it. 
the Flapper Ann, Brooklyn, N. Y.: Tell him 
ovs you are ashamed of yourself, silly girl! And 
do- don’t lose any time about it. 
iow Billy, Columbia, Mo.: Your mother is 
id? right; live home. Encourage the young man y Pt 
hat without running after him. That is all you USCS 
Oh, can do. (Sms ‘MAY BELLINE’ which I have 
ing Mrs. R. N., Auburn, Mass.: Don’t make | used for some time with most 
I’m needless sacrifices and never reproach a man = 
the when he is drunk. Better not to do it any- | woman who would look her best.” 
way; it’s useless. | incerely, 
ing Mrs. L. W., Dallas, Texas: I think your 5 a 
hat local Y. W. C. A. would help you. Wish I AMAA ; 
igh could! 7 
Al- Babe O, Sioux City, Iowa: As long as you a be 
ad can’t marry Willette you should have other AY BELLINE’’—as though 
at a | friends. You owe that much to ne by magic, would make a 
sen sen. 
the E. K., Greenwood, S. C.: He is unfair; | wonderful difference in your attrac- 
1im you should have other friends. But if it, tiveness. Try it and see! Instantly, 
has would make you miserable to incur his dis- ; 
pur pleasure, don’t do it. It’s your happiness, your lashes will appear naturally 
; heart and life, E. K. | 1 dark and | ; A 
In on, ark and luxuriant. An our 
in A. M., Greenwood, S. C.: It seems foolish, | = ; wy 
nd. but maybe he should see your dad. At least eyes will become expressive deep 
you wouldn’t have to meet him outside then. | had ls of hanting | 
; shado ools of enchanting lov- 
ack Smiles, Mahanoy City, Pa.: A crippled | li 8 
girl has as much right to love and marriage iness. Nothing else gives quite the : 
as any other. Get the young man if you can. | same effect as‘‘sMAYBELLINE” be- 
Rachel, Soddy, Tenn.: You will have f thi 
0 wait until you know them better before you cause the formula of this wondrous 
ith can decide which you like better. beauty aid is secret. 
v Helen, Munhall, Pa.: Why not give a party | he Bea 
“irl with another girl and invite him? Or have | Moreover, ‘““MAYBELLINE” is 
"fe —— friend arrange a date for four and | perfectlyharmless, having been used 
~ Peggy, Chicago, Ill.: Don’t be afraid a for many years by millions of beau- 
te meet him more than half way. Tell him | tiful women inall parts of the world. 
; what you have told me and don’t hide your ee) a : 
ely love. Obtain it in either the solid form 
a Anna D., Gardner, Mass.: There is little or the waterproof liquid—Black or 
you can do beyond being pleasant when you a 
4 meet and telling him you’ve missed him. Brown—75c at all toilet goods ; 
—_ Betty, Kitchener, Ont.: Don’t be afraid counters. : 
oe to show your love; cultivate his family. MAYBELLINE CO. 
e Show him little attentions that will flatter CHICAGO 
, and convince him. Make your letters a bit 
= warmer; more personal. 
as AVE you written to Mrs. Madison? 
ve! Do you know that she has helped 
bsg thousands of SMART Set readers in their 
love problems? Write her now. 
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Please Accept 
10c Package 


You Women are Clever 
You know a good thing when you see it. 
That’s why so many of you have written for a 
free package of Del-a-tone to remove superflu- 
ous hair, and are now using it in preference to 
razors, pulling out hair and all other methods. 


Removes Hair 


DEL-A-TONE 


CREAM or POWDER 


Del-a-tone Cream is snowy white and pleasantly fra- 
grant—takes only 3 minutes, leaves skin soft, smooth and 
velvety. So easy to use under arms, face, limbs, back of 
neck below that trim bob. The quick, effective results are 
the same, whether you use the newer Del-a-tone Cream 
or the old reliable Del-a-tone (powder). If you have de- 
layed writing send coupon today and prove it— FREE. 

Thelarge size economy package is sold by drug » 
g 2nd department stores, or sent prepaid anywhere in » 
U. S. for one dollar. Money back if not satisfied. 9 


The Delatone Co., Dept.655 
721N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 
Please send me FREE, prepaid and in plain ® 
wrapper, 10c size I have checked herewith: > 
Del-a-tone (powder) Del-a-tone Cream 
s 


InU.S.only 


Name. 


Address — 


PRETTY ANKLES $3.75 
CALVES 
f 


R. WALTER'S Special extrastrong 


Ankle Bands, will support an 
shape the ankle and calf while reduc- Fy 
ing them. < 
They fit like a glove. Can be worn un- S 4 
derany kind of 


You can note thedifference in shape of 
ankle at once, Can be worn at night 
and reduce while you sleep, orduring 
the day deriving then extra benefit 
of the support. 
Write for Dr. Walter's Special 
Ankle Bands for $3.75. Pay by 
check or money order (no cash) or 
pay postman. 
Send Ankle and Calf measure to 
DR. JEANNE S-S. WALTER 
389 Fifth Avenue New Y: 


Did I Marry 
My Mother-in-Law? 


[Continued from page 57] 


endurance,” I remarked. It irritated me to 
hear this woman praised for everything 
| when really she had done only what any de- 
voted mother would have done. 

Perhaps had her son loved her less, I 
would have loved her more. 

When Tom proposed to me and I ac- 
cepted him, his first thought was for his 


success and 


“BE VY. that costume is wonderful It gives you a much better figure 
and the coloring is yust right for your complexion 


It is nice, ixn"t it? [am now designing and making a black velvet 
evening gown. Wait until you see that.” 
Why! I didn’t know you could design and make gowns and cos- 


tumes.’ 

I couldn't 
tight into your own home. 
money | formerly paid for one. 
training.”* 

Every girl or woman, 15 or over, should mail the coupon at once. 
Many Earn $35.00 to $75.00 a week 
FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. H628, Rochester, N. Y. 
Rush to me FREE 32 page Gown Book with SAMPLE LESSONS from 
the training here check 


| | Gown Designing { 


But fortunately I read of a wonderful school that comes 
now have three beautiful gowns for the 
Over 22,000 women have taken this 


Millinery 
Name... 


mother. 
| “How pleased she will be!” he exclaimed. 
“T snall tell her just as soon as I get home 
tonight.” 

I was too happy to dampen his spirits by 
suggesting that he wait for a while. I ex- 
pected to tell the news to my own parents, 
yet this had not been the first thought that 
came to my mind. To be frank, I was won- 
dering how long we must wait before our 
marriage. 


UT I did not ask the question. After 
a few minutes, Tom himself asked it. 

“I will want time in which to get my 
trousseau ready,” I said. “But I can do 
that in a couple of months.” 

His face lighted eagerly, then a thoughtful 
look came to his eyes. 

“In one way I am in a position to marry, 
of course,” he said. “Yet I want to do 
what is right for Mother as well as for you. 
You will be my first consideration always, 
| but Mother must be provided for, of course.” 

I felt a sudden check of enthusiasm. 
“What do you mean?” I asked. “Do you 
support her?” 

“Yes, to a certain extent. She cannot 
work now as hard as she used to. It would 
not be fair to let her. So as soon as I got 
a job after leaving college I began to give 
her something every week. I want to con- 
tinue to do so.” 

“She probably will not allow it,” I said 
hopefully. “Anyway she is still writing, and 
must be making a fairly good salary.” 

“She is writing, yes, running a column for 
women in a home magazine, but that does 
not bring her in a princely sum. At her 
age she should be protected and cared for. 
She would work her fingers to the bone if 
I would let her, but I do not forget what I 
owe her.” 

The letter his mother wrote me the next 
day was so lovely and understanding that 
the fear roused by Tom’s remarks was al- 
layed. 

“T am thankful my dear boy is so happy,” 
she said. “He has chosen a sweet helpmate. 
Dear child, try to love me if you can. I do 
;not need to try to love you.” 
| With the note came some beautiful roses. 
'I had to admit that my future mother-in- 
law was doing the decent thing. 
| She kept on doing the decent thing 
through the period of our engagement. She 
leven insisted several times that Tom come 
to my home on Sunday nights without her. 
On each of these occasions she told her son 
|that she had another engagement. 

“T doubt if she really has,” he said to me. 
“But she tries hard to make me think she 
has and I pretend to believe her. She is so 
brave that she makes me want to cry.” 
| “Brave?” I repeated. “Does it take so 
much courage to endure the thought of her 
son’s marrying me?” 
| He drew me to him and kissed me. “You 
know that is absurd, Ruth,” he chided. “She 
|is happy at the thought of having you for a 
daughter, but no mother can part with her 
child without a bit of a heartache. I have 
been the biggest part of Mother’s life for 
twenty-six years. Of course she is not going 
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to lose me, for I want to settle near her. | 
asked her if she would consider making her 
home with us. It would be an economical 
plan.” 

I held my breath for an instant. Then 
I managed to ask. “What was her reply?” 

“That it would be absolutely unfair to 
you and to me. She put it all so clearly 
and fairly that she convinced me she was 
right.” 

The breath that I was holding was ex- 
haled in a long sigh of relief. I wanted to 
say “Thank Heaven!” Instead I said that 
his mother was certainly clear-sighted. 

“It would not be easy for her, either,” I 
added, “to give up her own place after all 
these years.” 

“Perhaps not,” my betrothed agreed. “Yet 
it will be hard for her to be all alone. I 
am going to look for a tiny apartment for 
her in the same house in which we have our 
little apartment. When I proposed that 
last night she was pathetically grateful. By 
the way, do you remember if the superin- 
tendent of that house mentioned any three- 
room apartments there ?” 

“No,” I replied, “I do not.” 

I tried to have the grace to be ashamed 
of the hope that sprang to my mind, a hope 
that there would prove to be no small apart- 
ments in the building in which we had taken 
our modest five-room-and-bath home. 

But there were nice little rear apartments 
of three small rooms and a diminutive bath. 
Into one of these my mother-in-law moved 
while we were away on our wedding-trip. 

As she had been sweet and considerate 
during the weeks preceding our marriage, I 
found my resentful feelings towards her 
evaporating. They had been small and con- 
temptible, I told myself. She was handing 
her only child over to another woman, yet 
never voiced a regret. In fact she was so 
cheery and sympathetic with us in all our 
preparations that she called forth many ad- 
miring comments from my family and 
friends. 

My own people lived in another part of 
town from that in which we were to live. I 
wrote them when Tom and I were to re- 
turn, asking especially that we be allowed 
to come alone to our new home. 

“You can all call on us the evening after 
our arrival,” I explained. “But we have a 
sentimental fancy that we would like to have 
the first hour or so in our little fiat to our- 
selves.” 


TOLD Tom that I had done this. “I am 
sure Dad and Mother will understand,” 
I remarked, “and that your mother will too.” 

“Yes,” he said, “but I do not think I shall 
tell her when we are returning. It will be a 
nice surprise for her. I will telephone her 
from our own apartment that evening and 
invite her up when your father and mother 
come.” 

The scheme sounded lovely. It did not 
work out as well as he had hoped. At 
least not so far as Mrs. Maitland was con- 
cerned. I knew from the tone of Tom's 
voice over the telephone that his mother had 
said something to disturb him. 

“What is wrong?” I queried when he came 
into the dining room where I was setting the 
table for our first dinner. 

“Poor little Mother!” he exclaimed, his 
soft eyes softer than usual. “I know she is 
disappointed. She had prepared a surprise 
for our home-coming and we have gummed 
up the works by arriving on the sly, as it 
were.” 
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“On the sly!” I repeated indignantly. “As 
if we did not have a right to come to our 
own home whenever we like without notify- 
ing anybody !” 

“Of course we have,” he hastened to cor- 
rect the impression his words had produced. 
“I did not mean to intimate that we had not. 
Only dear little Mother has missed me a 
lot, I suppose, and has planned some nice 
things for us, just as she used to plan things 
for me when I came home from college. But 
she was very brave and fine about it and 
said she was glad we are back. She asked 
especially about you, Ruth, and sent you her 
leve.” 

“She is coming up this 
course ?”’ I asked. 

“I am not sure.” The tone was anxious. 
“She says she has a headache. I think, if 
you do not mind, that I will run down and 
see for myself just how she is.” 

“Certainly,” I said. “Do go down and see 
how she is.” 

I must have managed to keep my vexa- 
tion from my voice for he came to me and 
kissed me before going. Then he hurried 
away to his mother. 


evening, of 


STOOD still after he had left me. We 

had not been an hour in our home, yet 
here he was rushing off to the woman whom 
he was supposed to love less than he loved 
me. I had hoped we would have a kind of 
frolic setting the table; that he would watch 
me cook our dinner, would, in fact, make a 
sort of ceremonial of this, our first meal, in 
our new home. 

I winked back the tears of disappointment 
that rose to my eyes. The fault was not 
Tom’s. He had an exaggerated sense of duty 
towards his mother but she must be enough 
a woman of the world to check his folly and 
send him back to his wife. I listened eagerly 
for his step. I was sure he would be gone 
only a few minutes. 

He was gone over an hour. 

I did not smile when he returned. I was 
angry at my husband and my mother-in- 
law. I was also hurt. 

“Hallo!” Tom exclaimed looking at the 
table which I had set alone. “I say, Honey, 
this is lovely our being here in our own 
place like this!” 

He tried to put his arms about me but I 
pulled away. 

“Perhaps,” I said stiffly, “you would enjoy 
it more if you had your mother up.” 

“Ruth!” his voice indicated surprised dis- 
pleasure. “Surely you are not vexed be- 
cause I went down to see my poor lonely 
little mother ?” 

“And what about your lonely wife?” I 
retorted. “Does she count for nothing when 
your mother appears on the horizon?” 

Of course I was wrong. At least that is 
what Tom seemed to think. Perhaps this 
was where I made my first misstep. For 
ever since then he has been on the defensive 
with regard to his mother. 

My own parents came over that evening 
but Mrs. Maitland did not come up until 
Tom had gone down and urged her to do so. 
When she appeared she was cheerful, yet in 
a chastened way. I suspect that she had 


been crying. Her eyes were slightly reddened. | 


My father commented on this to me. I re- 
plied that if she had been silly enough to 
cry it was her own fault. He probably 
thought me hard, for he spoke kindly to the 
widow. 


“Well,” he commented, “the youngsters | 


have a pretty little place here, haven’t they? 
I suppose you, too, were warned to keep off 
the grass until they had unpacked.” 

“Ves,” she smiled sweetly, “I had ordered 
a chicken for them, and had a pumpkin pie 
all baked, for I was sure they would arrive 
either today or tomorrow. I made cran- 
berry jelly for you, too, Ruth, dear,” turn- 
ing to me. “It was much nicer, though, for 


you to have your own dinner for yourselves 


Discovery 


That offers you a marvelous NEW WAY 
to remove cold cream 


| Cheaper than Spoiling and Laundering Towels 

NOW Duetowomen’s tremendous acceptance of Kleenex, 230 LARGE 

| | REDUCED it is now made in volume production, at greatly HANDKERCHIEF 
IN PRICE reduced price to you. This lowered price with 30% SHEETS 


ALMOST 
HALF! 


A way that will double the effectiveness of 
| your make-up. That will correct oily nose and 
skin conditions amazingly. That will make 
a darkish skin seem shades lighter inSantly 


The ONLY way yet discovered that re- 
moves all dirt, grime and germ-laden accu- 
mulations, in gentle safety to your skin. 


found a new way to remove 
cold cream. . . a different way from 
any you have ever known. A way 
that works wonders on the skin— 
yet costs you less to use than soiling, 


never removed it, and its accumulation 
of dirt, entirely from your skin. . . have 
never removed it in gentle safety to your 
skin. 

Just use the coupon. A 7-day supply 
will be given you without charge. 


Ends two beauty mistakes 


It ends the soiled towel method, judged 
dangerous to skin beauty. Too often you 
thus rub dirty cold cream back into the 
skin. That fosters skin blemishes. It 
invites blackheads. It is a prime cause 
of oily skin and nose conditions. 


To use cold cream effectively, you 
must remove it all from the skin. Towels, 
cheese cloth, paper substitutes, etc., 
won't do it. 


more 'Kerchiefs in each box makes the present price of 
Kleenex scarcely more than half what you paid before. 


ODERN beauty science has Ly 


laundering — and often ruining — towels. 


It will prove that no matter how long 
you have used cold cream, you have 


(Big stze—90 sq. in. each) 


FIFTY CENTS 


Ends 


Keeps 

Your make-up fresh 
hours longer than 
before. 

Lightens skin several 
shades—quickly. 


Oily skin and nose 
conditions amazingly. 
The expense of ruin- 
ing and laundering 
towels. 


It ends the mistaken use of too harsh 
paper makeshifts; not sufficiently ab- 
sorbent to thoroughly cleanse, too harsh 
for delicate skin fabric. 

End those mistakes, and you'll note 
an amazing difference quickly in your 
skin. 

Your make-up will hold hours longer 
than before. Your skin will lose its oily 
look. Your nose will seldom call for 
powder. 

Send coupon 
A few days’ use will prove the results 
of the Kleenex ’Kerchief beyond all 
question or doubt. Mail the coupon. A 
full 7-day supply will be sent you. 


Kleenex ’Kerchiefs—absorbent —come in exquisite flat 
handkerchief boxes to fit your dressing table drawer. 
Professional size: Sheets 9 x 10 inches, SOC 


KLEENEX 


ABSORBENT 


KERCHIEFS 


7-Day Supply —FREE 


KLEENEX CO., 
Lake-Michigan Bldg., Chicago, IIl. 
Please send without expense to me a 
sample packet of Big Kleenex 'Kerchiefs 
—absorbent—as offered. 


Address 


City 


To Remove Cold Cream — Sanitary 
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Why 4 out of 5 make 
this great sacrifice 


Pyorrhea continues to wage a victorious war, 
undermining health and youth, disfiguring the 
features of the face, often causing such ills as 
rheumatism, anemia and stomach troubles. And 
4 persons out of 5 past 40 (many younger) sur- 
render to this enemy. 

You can provide protection against Pyorrhea. 
Just go to your dentist for anexamination at least 
twice a year and start using Forhan’s for the Gums. 

This dentifrice contains Forhan’s Pyorrhea 
Liquid used by dentists everywhere. When used 
regularly, it thwarts Pyorrhea or checks its 
course if used in time. It firms the gum tissue and 
protects teeth against acids which cause decay. 

Keep your gums strong and healthy. Keep your 
teeth white and free from decay. Use Forhan’s. 
Its taste is pleasant and refreshing. Teach your 
children to use it. It is health insurance. At all 
druggists—35¢ and 6oc. 


Formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D.S. 
Forhan Company, New York 


Forhan's for the gums 
MORE THAN A TOOTH PASTE 
CHECKS PYORRHEA 


WATCHES “JEWELRY | 
12 MONTHS TO PAY 


LOWEST PRICES—EASIEST TERMS 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
10-DAY FREE TRIAL 


$1.25 


blue- 


platinum. Mounting 
engraved 18 kt, Sm of 18 kt. white gold. 


white gold. 


uine diamond 
and 4sapphires. 


CONFIDENTIAL CREDIT DEALINGS 
No one will know what and from whom you are ing. When 
ordering, just give a little information abvut yourself and a few 
business references to assure prompt delivery. 


WRITE FOR BIG FREE CATA 


STERLING CO 


Diamond Importers - $1,000,000 Stock - Est. 1879 
1540 Broadway Dept. 2325 New York 


to-night, so when Tom explained I decided 
not to bring the things up. Perhaps you 
will let me send them tomorrow?” 

“You must come up and eat them with us 
tomorrow night,” Tom declared. 

For decency’s sake I had to echo his in- 
vitation. His mother declined it, still 
sweetly. Somehow in doing this she put me 
in the wrong. 

I have gone thus into details, for this has 
| been her policy all along. She says and does 
| nothing overt, yet by her unfailing patience 
| with my impatience and by her self-abnega- 
tion she places herself on a pedestal at the 
|foot of which I seem to crawl like a selfish 
worm! 


NCE a week she ate with us. This was 
always on Sunday night, the evening 
when she dreads to be alone. That meant 
that Tom and I could never have a group of 
young people on that evening although in 
my father’s home that was our night for en- 
tertaining. 

At first Tom insisted that I invite my 
friends as well as his mother, but I could 
not enjoy them. I suspected that she was 
secretly disapproving when I smoked a num- 
ber of cigarettes or took more than one high- 
ball. Yet she never made any adverse com- 
ment. I wish she had, for then we could 
have quarreled over it. 

Her silent disapproval reached its height 
almost a year after our marriage. It was the 
night of Tom’s birthday that I had asked 
some of his friends and mine in to celebrate. 
Tom had urged me to invite his mother also. 

“She will not have a good time,” I warned 
him. “There are to be no elderly people 
here.” 

“She will not object to that,” he rejoined. 
“She likes young people and they like her.” 

He spoke the truth. Young people do like 
her. She has a sympathetic way with them, 
the same kind of a way she had with me be- 
fore I married her son. Indeed even now 
she has the same manner with me, but I 
|dislike it and do not trust it. I feel that 
back of it she is criticizing me and regretting 
that I do not run things, including Tom, as 
she did. 

But this is a digression. When my hus- 
| band made a point of having his mother at- 
jtend his birthday celebration I countered 
with the remark that in that case, I would 
ask my own parents. 

“There is just as much reason for having 
two more of the older generation,” I ar- 
|gued. “So I shall invite Dad and Mother.” 
| “Do, certainly,” he agreed. “I shall be 
delighted. But, my dear, you must admit 
that my own mother is rather more inter- 
ested in the fact that I was born than any- 
one else except you can be.” 

“T wonder that you except me,” I retorted. 

He laid his hand on my shoulders, looking 
down into my eyes. I tried to pull myself 
away, but he held me fast. 

“Darling,” he said, “that speech is un- 
worthy of you. I hate to believe that you 
are jealous of my poor little mother. Per- 
haps you do not appreciate that you are 
jealous, but do you think you are quite fair 
to her?” 

“And is it fair to me for you to consider 
| her before me always?” I demanded hotly. 
“] wanted this party just for our own 
| friends, but what I want cuts no ice at all. 
| We have no life by ourselves as most young 
| people do.” 


| pyarons Tom could reply we both heard 
| a sound that made us start, aghast. Mrs. 
Maitland had a latchkey to our apartment. 
|Tom had insisted that she must have one in 
|case she should need him in the middle of 
'the night and not be able to rouse him by 
telephone. In return she had given him a 
key to her apartment. 

The sound that startled us now was the 
click of our front-door latch. With one ac- 
cord we ran out into the hall, but the door 
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was closed. Tom looked into the outer hall. 
Nobody was in sight. 

“Somebody closed this door just the 
same!” I said. “It was probably your 
mother.” 

Tom shook his head. “No. She could 
not have gotten downstairs in this time. 
Besides, had she been up here she would 
have warned us of her presence. She would 
certainly have not played the part of eaves- 
dropper.” 

I was not so sure. Later that afternoon 
when my husband and I went down to his 
mother’s apartment to invite her to his birth- 
day party, something in the atmosphere 
made me certain that she had heard at least 
a part of our conversation. She shook her 
head when we spoke of her attending the 
proposed function. 

“An old lady of fifty-five would be out of 
place among you young people,” she de- 
clared. “You must not feel that my living 
in the house with you necessitates your in- 
cluding me in your social activities.” 

“Ruth is asking her father and mother, 
too,” Tom told her. “And you must come.” 

“T doubt if I can,” she hesitated. “Will 
it be all right if I let you know a little 
later?” 

“Yes,” I said. “But until I do know I 
shall not invite my own people.” 

“Don’t say that, dear,” she begged. “I 
do not want to deprive them of the happi- 
ness of being with you.” 

“Yet you would deprive us of the happi- 
ness of having you with us,” Tom reproved 
gently. 


HE gazed at him for a minute and I could 
see the tears come to her eyes. I was 
sure she was thinking that once he had been 
all hers and that now he was mine. Well, she 
had him for twenty-six years! She need 
not grudge the part of his heart that I can 
claim as mine. Heaven knows it is not so 
entirely mine that she cannot sometimes 
push me almost out of it. 

“T will let you know later, dear son,” she 
said again. “In the meantime I appreciate 
this kindness you children have shown me 
in inviting me to the birthday party.” 

“But for you there would have been no 
birthday!” Tom laughed, and she laughed 
back. 

“T must go up and see about dinner now,” 
I said starting towards the door. “Good-by, 
Mrs. Maitland. Let us know your decision 
soon, please.” 

“T shall let you know tomorrow,” she 
promised politely. “But please do not wait 
to invite your parents.” 

Tom started to go with me. Then he 
turned and looked back at his mother. 

“Ruth,” he said abruptly, “I will be up in 
a few minutes. I want to make Mother say 
yes now.” 

“Oh, let her alone!” I muttered. 

If he heard me he gave no evidence that 
he did. I went out of the little apartment, 
slamming the door behind me. 

As on our first night at home, Tom did 
not join me until dinner time. Then his 
distrait look irritated me. 

“Well?” I queried. “Did you persuade 
your mother to condescend to attend our 
humble little function?” 

He drew his brows together. “She did 
not need much persuasion,” he said, “after 
she was convinced that I would be unhappy 
if she did not come.” 

“Unhappy!” I echoed. “Here with me 
and with your friends you would be un- 
happy just because your mother was not ac- 
tually present? That is hardly a compli- 
ment to me!” 

“You do not understand,” he argued. 
“Mother’s absence is not what would make 
me unhappy, but the knowledge that she 
was unhappy herself,—as she would be away 
from me on my birthday, under the cir- 
cumstances.” 

“What circumstances?” 
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“The circumstances that my wife does not 
want her,” he accused. “She is no fool, 
Ruth, and she must know that you do not 
like her. I know it well enough. And the 
fault is not hers.” 

“It is certainly not mine!” I exclaimed. 
My temper is quick anyway and it flared 
up at this bit of injustice. “I have done my 
best by your mother, but she will not like 
me. The very first night after we got here 
she resented the fact that I wanted you to 
myself for a while. Since then she has been 
invited here regularly—even when her 
coming has not been convenient. I know 
she criticizes me in her own heart.” 

“As you do her!” my husband accused. 
“Moreover she has never uttered a criticism 
to or of you.” 

“T am not so sure of the truth of that last 
statement!” I flung back at him. “She has 
not reproved me in words, no! She has no 
right to! But don’t I know what her 
methods have been?—Don’t I know how 
she has petted you and talked to you of her 
love for you and of her need of you? You 
know she does.” 

“And what if she does?” he demanded. 
His dark eyes were flashing with anger. 
“Does she not need me? Has she another 
creature in the world but me? If I have 
succeeded in anything in my life, I owe it 
to her. She worked her fingers almost to 
the bone for me. When I fell in love with 
you—no, don’t sneer! I did fall in love with 
you and you know it! Mother was happy 
for me. She was happy at the idea of living 
here near us. You have treated her politely, 
of course. But have you ever been affection- 
ate? Have you ever volunteered to kiss 
her? Have you ever called her anything 
but ‘Mrs. Maitland?’ No!” 


“@O YOU have been taking mental notes 

of all my deficiencies, have you!” I ex- 
claimed. “I have never called your mother 
anything but ‘Mrs. Maitland’ nor do I pro- 
pose to call her anything else. I have but 
one mother and I give nobody else that title. 
Moreover your mother has never asked me 
to call her anything intimate. I have not 
caressed her—no—for I am not given to 
demonstrations of affection. You and your 
mother are. Don’t you suppose I see her 
hold your hand, and put her arm about your 
neck when she tells you good-by even when 
you are going to see her at the end of a few 
hours? You and she are sentimentalists. I 
am not one. I have been demonstrative with 
you, because I loved you and you are my 
husband. I have reserved my kisses for you, 
whereas you shower yours on your mother. 
I thought that sort of thing stopped by the 
time a small boy put on trousers. I call it 
silly and sentimental, but your mother 
adores it and encourages you in it.” 

Of course I ended my tirade by a burst of 
tears. Equally of course I regretted the ex- 
hibition of temper and told Tom so. But I 
did not retract what I had said about my 
mother-in-law. Every word was true. And 
I disliked her after that more than ever. 
Was she not the cause of all our marital 
discords ? 

Of course she came to the birthday party. 
I was sure she would all along. Only she 
wanted to be coaxed. Tom did the coaxing, 
not I. And he did it where I did not have to 
hear it. Mrs. Maitland appeared at our little 
frolic becomingly dressed, looking younger 
than a woman of her years should look. 

“IT say,” Dennis Cartwright, an old beau 
of mine, said, “you have a clever mother- 
in-law, haven’t you? She is a good sport 
and lots of fun.” 

I did not tell him that there were times 
when she was not lots of fun. I was aware 
that in spite of her smiles and merry chat 
she was mentally censuring the actions of 
my friends. I also saw her anxious look 
when Tom drank his own health a number 
of times. But I simply smiled and laughed 


at his silly jokes. 


Perhaps it was because I myself had taken 
more punch than usual that a spirit of 
bravado seized me late in the evening. Mrs. 
Maitland had made an excuse for passing 
Tom’s chair, and, while there, she kissed him 
on the forehead and whispered something 
to him. I was sure it was a request that 
he take no more to drink. The caress and 
the tender look, irritated me. I sprang to 
my feet and ran around to where Dennis 
Cartwright sat and dropped a kiss on his 
forehead. 

“Darling!” I exclaimed, “for my sake, 
don’t get drunk!” 

He whirled about from the table, seized 
me and drew me down to his lap. Throwing 
his arms about me, he kissed me repeatedly 
before he let me go. I wanted to siap him, 
but as I saw my mother-in-law’s horrified 
gaze, I laughed loudly. 

“Dennis!” I expostulated, “I do not mind 
your kissing me, but I hate to have you do 
it where Mrs. Maitland can see it. You 
know what a mother-in-law always thinks 
of her son’s wife. 
for me than they already are!” 

Perhaps Tom would inform me later that 
I had spoiled his birthday party. But for 
the moment I did not care. I left Dennis 
and began talking with another man, ig- 
noring my husband and his mother. When 
I looked in their direction again Mrs. Mait- 
land had gone. 


M was taciturn on the morning follow- 
ing his birthday celebration. I did not 
know whether he was ashamed of having 
been drunk or vexed with me because of 
my behavior with Dennis Cartwright. 
I found out soon enough. He stopped at 
his mother’s on his way home that night. I 
suspected that he had and was curious to 


know what she said to him about what had | 
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happened. His reticence on the subject was | 


tantalizing. When dinner was over and he 


and I were seated in our living room, I | 


broke a silence that was becoming awkward. 

“What is the matter, Tom?” I demanded. 
“If you are vexed I wish you would say so 
and be done with it. Perhaps I might be 
vexed too. If I got into mud last night, 
you certainly got into the mire. You acted 
quite as foolishly as I did.” 

“So Mother informed me,” he said. 

“Your mother? She found fault with 
your behavior in your own home. What 
next ?” 

“She certainly had a right to reprove her 
own son, hadn’t she?” he asked, at once on 
the defensive. “She would not have said a 
word about last night if I had not spoken 
of it. I asked her if she was shocked at 
what you did—at the way that you and 
Cartwright carried on and she said that she 
was sure you meant nothing by it.” 

“So it was necessary for her to explain 
me to my own husband, was it?” My 
temper was getting the best of me. 

“Don’t talk like a fool!” Tom commanded. 
“T did tell Mother that both you and I took 


too much punch and that I hoped she would | 


overlook anything that happened. For you 
know you were actually insulting to her, 
Ruth, so insulting that she left our place to 
escape further disagreeable scenes.” 

“She said that, did she?” I demanded. 

“No, she did not. I am giving you my 
own explanation of her departure,” he 
insisted. “She made every excuse possible 


for you, telling me that I was drunk and | 


that she knew you meant no harm at all. 
She always does make excuses for you.” 

“I do not wish her to make excuses for 
me!” I declared hotly. “As to what hap- 
pened, I do not care whether she liked it 
or not. Dennis Cartwright and I are old 
friends. Moreover, I propose to have him 
come and see me in spite of what your 
mother may say.” 

“No matter what she thinks she will say 
nothing against you, and you know it!” Tom 
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exclaimed. “But, if Dennis comes here too 
often——” 
He paused. 


“What?” I queried curiously. 

“Nothing! Mother told me to let this 
matter drop, and I wish to Heaven I had 
never mentioned it. Ruth, she is much 
fairer to you than you are to her.” 

“Fair!” I sneered. “She apologizes for 
me as if I were a silly child and she a wise 
parent! Things have come to a pretty pass 
when you and she discuss my affairs. I 
wish you would tell her that I.am quite 
able to defend myself and that I intend to 
do exactly as I please whether it shocks her 
or not.” 

Later I told my husband I was sorry that 
I had been cross with him. I did not say I 
was sorry for my harsh judgment of his 
mother. At heart I was more determined 
than ever to live a life independent of her 
or her wishes. 

Perhaps this was one reason why I en- 
couraged Dennis Cartwright to call occasion- 
ally. Sometimes Tom was at home. Some- 
times he was not. I do not know if my 
husband’s mother suspected how often Den- 
nis came. But one afternoon in the spring 
he drove by and took me for a turn in his 
car. As he left me at the front door of our 
home Mrs. Maitland was coming up the 
steps. Dennis sprang forward to greet her. 

“How do you do, dear Lady!” he said, 
He always affected a cordial manner to- 
wards women. “I have hoped to see you 
every time I have been here, but you have 


| always kept out of sight.” 


Mrs. Maitland smiled the slow, sweet smile 


that so many people find attractive. 


“T am glad to see you now,” she said. “I 
shall also be glad to have you stop in at 
my apartment sometimes, for I am often 
lonely.” Then, as she met my gaze, she 
added, “I am sure that Ruth would spare 
you to an old lady, or perhaps she will come 
with you when you call on me.” 

He bowed low over her hand, declaring 
that she would never be “old.” Then with 


| a genial good-by to me, he returned to his car. 


Side by side my mother-in-law and I 
climbed the stairs to her apartment. I sus- 
pected that her speech to Dennis Cartwright 
had been meant as a reflection on me. I al- 
most hoped that she would speak to me of 
his calls during Tom’s absence. Instead, 
when we reached her landing she turned to 
me with her usual smile. 

“Won't you come in, my dear?” she 
asked. “Do! I get lonely here by myself.” 

“So you told Dennis, just now,” I re- 
marked, following her into her apartment 
and closing the door behind me. “While we 
are on this subject, Mrs. Maitland, I want 
to remind you that it is not my fault if 
vou are lonely. Tom always pities you for 
your solitary state, but really I am not to 
blame for it. I did marry your son, yes. 
Rut he asked me to, and, you know that 
you yourself introduced him to me. And 
your influence over him was never stronger 
than it is now. Not a day passes that he 
does not come in here to see you. I do not 
know how we could make you less lonely 
unless we shared our apartment with you. 
I have no doubt that Tom would like to do 
that.” 

She stood looking at me. She had mar- 
velous self-control, for although she grew 
very pale she gave no other signs of being 
upset, yet she must have felt angry. When 
she spoke her voice was low and steady. 

“My dear Ruth, I did not intend to inti- 
mate that it is the fault of anvbody that I 
am lonely. I have been lonely ever since 


my husband was taken from me twenty- 
five years ago. I am sorry if I have spoken 
of this often or have seemed ungrateful to 
you and Tom.” Her voice quavered slightly 
on the name, then regained its -steadiness. 
“You have both been dear, considerate chil- 
dren. As to living with you, while I ap- 
preciate your suggestion that Tom would be 
glad to have me, I could never do that. 
You remember that the marriage-service di- 
rects that a man shall leave father and 
mother and cleave unto his wife. I do not 
think that we can improve on that rule, 
Ruth. That we sometimes try to get around 
it is a mistake, but fortunately, a mistake 
that can be rectified. Won't you come in 
and sit down instead of standing there?” 

I shook my head. It was so impossible 
to agitate her that she maddened me. She 
always put me in the wrong. If she would 
only resent my jealous anger! But she did 
not. With a heart too full of rage and self- 
disgust to speak, I hurried from her apart- 
ment and rushed up to my own quarters. 


M was late in coming upstairs that 

evening and dinner had been ready for 

a half-hour when he appeared. One look at 

his face convinced me that he had stopped 
at his mother’s apartment. He ate little. 

After we were in bed that night he spoke 
of what was on his mind. 

“Ruth,” he said, “Mother tells me that 
she is going to move to the East side ot 
town when her lease expires. She has de- 
cided to go into a cheap  boarding-house 
over there, giving up her little home. I fear 
she will be lonely, but she feels it will be 
wisest. I had a long talk with her on my 
way in this evening.” 

“TI was sure you did.” 

“Well,” he said bitterly, “you need not 
speak of it im that resentful tone! God 
knows she is going away soon enough!” 

Instead of protesting I held my peace. 
Mrs. Maitland was going away! At last I 
would have my husband to myself. 

I have never known what she said-to him 
about my outburst on that Spring after- 
noon. Perhaps she never told him of it. 
Her method has not been the direct one of 
accusation, but the indirect one of sad, pen- 
sive silence. 

She does not live near us now, but when- 
ever Tom is late I suspect that he has been 
to see her. He seldom tells me of his visits 
to his mother, and when he does he oniy 
mentions them casually. 

She has stopped coming to our apartment 
for Sunday night suppers. When she dines 
with us, once in a while, she forbids Tom to 
take her home, but asks him to call a taxi 
for her, and goes alone. On these occasions 
I feel that at heart Tom is reproaching me, 
and that his mother is, too. 

I sometimes wonder if the time may not 
come when I shall be driven to tell my 
husband that he must choose between his 
mother and me. Had she continued to live 
near us, I am sure that I would have done 
this sooner or later. When I think that she 
may have suspected this danger and moved 
away to avert it, I almost hate her. 

You see she has never reproached me; 
has never criticized me; has, in fact been a 
model mother-in-law. My friends all call 
her that. So do my parents. Yet if my 
home is ever broken up, it will not be be- 
cause I have ceased to love my husband or 
because an immoral woman has tempted him 
to sin. It will be because of the influence 
of a good woman, a virtuous, self-abnegat- 
ing character, a devoted person, my mother- 
in-law. 


ey YOU think there is something wrong with modern marriage? 


Do you 


think the condition can be remedied or better still, prevented? Elinor Glyn, 

one of the greatest living authorities on love and marriage suggests in June SMART 

Set that taking “Love on Approval” might help. Read her article and see how 
the idea appeals to you. 
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The Time She Didn’t Tell 


{Continued from page 67] 


eyes as they caressed her face, and the 
timid tender response that shone in hers. 

I said that it was because of my past 
that I had found myself on the brink of 
this disaster, but looking back I realize that 
it was into my past that I looked for 
guidance. The average man, I suppose, find- 
ing himself in such a position would have 
put the matter in a straightforward way to 
his wife. “Let us be honest,” he would 
have said. “I realize that you and this man 
are in love with one another. It is an 
impossible situation. You must choose 
between us.” That is what the average 
man would have advised me to do. “Put 
the issue straight to her. Beg her to stay 
with you, and let her choose.” And it is 
probably what I should have done had 
there not been the memory of a certain in- 
cident in my past to guide me; an episode 
in which I had stood in much the same 
position to the wife of another man, as 
this young man stood to Joan. 

If ever I have loved any woman except 
Joan, it was that woman. She was blonde 
and twenty-three, and for five years she 
had been married stodgily to a lawyer 
several years her senior. It was love be- 
tween us almost at first sight. I had been 
asked, at a somewhat formal party to take 
her in to dinner, and for the whole of that 
enchanted evening I was unconscious of the 
presence of any one except ourselves. I 
don’t think that I addressed during dinner 
a single remark to the lady that was on the 
other side of me, and the moment that we 
went into the drawing-room afterwards I 
walked straight across the room to her. I 
forget what we talked about. At such times 
the words that one uses have little meaning. 

Within an hour of waking up next morn- 
ing I had rung her up. We made no pre- 
tense of our feelings for one another. The 
very first afternoon that we were alone 
together I kissed her. 

“If only”’—that was the keyword to our 
relations. If only things could have been 
a little different. If we had both been free, 
or I had been a little clder and less poor, 
it she had had no children, if in a curious 
way she had not felt that her husband de- 
pended on her. However easy it may be 
to say that two people, when they fall in 
love with each other, should cut and run, 
it is not easy actually to do it when the 
forces of material conditions are arrayed 
against you. “This is impossible,” we said. 
“We must get clear away. We must make 
an end of it.” But when nothing comes 
definitely to force that decision on you, 
and when there is always something waiting 
to be done tomorrow or the day after or 
next week; when the decision has been 
postponed once—well, I don’t know how 
it is but the days seem to go by, and noth- 
ing happens. As they pass you become 
somehow less anxious that anything should 
happen. You follow the instinct that is 
in us to take root like trees where we are 
planted, you find that the situation that 
seemed impossible is quite tolerable after 
all. You say, “Yes, we will run away of 
course,” but you add, “not yet though,” 
and you say it with less conviction, and 
gradually like all others this love of yours 
begins to cool. 


There is a long break—a holiday. For 
several weeks or months you do not see 
each other, and by the time you meet again, 
your love somehow is less intense. The 
danger period is at an end. It may be that 
I am wrong. It may be that I am dogma- 
tizing from my own experience, arguing 
from the particular to the general—though 
how else we are to argue I do not know, 
for we must work always from what is 
known to what is unknown—but I wonder 
how many elopements would take place 
were not action forced either by discovery, 
or by the husband’s delivery of an ultima- 
tum. 

With poignant clarity the details of that 
distant romance came back to me. I did 
not need to be reminded how we should 
have behaved if in the first flash of our love 
for one another a choice had been forced 
on us. And remembering that, I saw how, 
as likely as not, Joan would behave were I 
to force such a choice on her. At any rate, 
the risk would be too great. So I did, 
consciously, what years back that elderly 
lawyer had done unconsciously. I did noth- 
ing. If Joan loved so overwhelmingly that 
nothing but flight could make her happy, 
then nothing that I could do would keep 
her, but if she were only half in love, sooner 
or later, I knew I should get her back. 

I won't pretend that the next few weeks 
were anything but wretched. Times with- 
out number I was on the point of scream- 
ing out: 

“But this is impossible, it can’t go on. 
One way or the other we must decide.” 

But each time I bit the words back upon 
my tongue. At all costs these things must 
remain unsaid. How much or how little 
happened during that period I shall never 
know. I do not want to know. There 
are some paths better left unexplored. I 
was conscious continually of the strain about 
me—of telephone calls and special mes- 
sengers and hasty meetings. But as I 
watched the lines of worry deepen about 
Joan’s eyes, I knew that the struggle was 
entering its last phase. I knew that the 
time had nearly come for me to suggest 
that month’s holiday abroad which would 
provide the break during which they could 
manage to forget each other. 

It was a hard time. I will not pretend 
that it wasn’t. Not for anything would I 
live through it again; but at the end I 
got Joan back. And I learned what is 
perhaps one of the chief lessons that we are 
sent into the world to learn—that we can 
never escape from our past. We must carry 
always the obligations that we have in- 
curred. All the things that we have done. 
all the things that we have thought and 
said and felt, have become a part of us to 
influence us and direct us, to recompense 
or revenge. There is no escaping the re- 
sults of anything we do. But this also I 
have learned, that our past forges weapons 
with which the future may attack us, but at 
the same time it forges the armor with 
which, if we choose to use it, we may de- 
fend ourselves. We are never left un- 
protected, 
take up the weapons that lie to hand; even 
as we pay for everything, so if we are 
strong, we can win through. 


D° YOU do your own petting or do you let some other fellow do it for you? 


It seems to me nowadays that a girl pets with everyone but the man she is 


engaged to. I don’t like it but I'm darned if I know what to do about it! 


After 


you have read my article m June SMart Set perhaps you can tell me why I Should 
Share my Sweetheart. 
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Make your lips 


loveher! 


OU'LL discover this remarkable 
thing when you try Tangee. . 

You run the little stick of orange magic 
firmly over your lips. For a second or two 
nothing happens. Then, gradually, your 
lips begin to glow—not with the orange 
color of the lipstick—but blush-rose, 
Nature’s own youthful bloom. . . 

Once more you rub the lipstick over 
your lips. . . The color deepens—be- 
comes richer—astonishingly lovely! 

And yet there'll be no trace of grease 
or pigment. No unnatural coating. 
Nothing except a lovely bloom, so beauti- 
ful and yet so natural that it seems a 
part of your lips . . . And, indeed, it is 
a part of your lips, for it is as perma- 
nent as the day is long. 

Naturally, women who have tried Tangee prefer 
it to the old-fashioned kind of lipstick—for Tan- 
gee is the only lipstick in the world that changes 
color as it is put on, to give you Nature’s own 
lovely glow . . . Ask for it today, and be sure to 
see the name Tangee on the box and on the chic 
little gunmetal case! Price one dollar. Sold 
everywhere. 


Other modern aids to loveliness 


Tangee Créme Rouge $1, and Rouge 
Compact 75c, the same color magic for 
the cheeks; Tangee DAY Cream and 
Tangee NIGHT Cream, to improve 
and protect the complexion, $1 each; and 
Tangee Face Powder in the five shades of 
Nature $1. Prices 25c higher in Canada. 


For TANGEE BEAUTY SET 
Dept. 118 
The George W. Luft Co., 
417 Fifth Avenue, New ‘York 
Please send me y ur generous trial Tangee Beauty Set by return 
mail, including Lipstick, Creme Rouge, DAY Cream, NIGHT 


Cream and Face Powder. I enclose 20¢ to cover cost of mailing. 
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See How 
Smooth 


Entirely unlike shaving. This method 
- called Neet dissolves hair at the roots. 
It leaves the tiny hair ends softly tapered 
—not sharply cut so they prick and show 
as after use of the razor. And Neet posi- 
tively discourages regrowth of hair. By 
test, learn why millions now will use no 
other method. Apply Neet to hair blem- 
ished surfaces—then with clear, cool water 
simply rinse away all trace of offending 
hair. See how white and satiny smooth 
skin becomes—how thorough and quick is 
this easy method of hair removal. Get a 
tube of the ready-to-use hair dissolving 
cream Neet at any drug or department 
store. Now for beauty’s sake, test Neet. 
HANNIBAL PHARMACAL CO., ST. LOUIS, MO, 


Ask your NEET dealer for IMMAC 
also. It's the white cream deodorant 

that rids underarm perspiration of 
odor--insuring personal fragrance. 


LIPSTICK 


A wonderful color, blend- 
ing perfectly—new, beau- 
tiful and 
Phantom-like in its ap- 
plication, natural in its 
effect. Gives the elusive 
touch of beauty, all 
women crave. Soft as 
velvet. Reg. size $1— 
Junior, 50c. Phantom 
Red Rouge Compact 75< 
Send this adv. and 12c. for Beau- 
tiful MIDGET 
(lacquer finish). Another 

brings sample of PHANTOM 
BROW, for eye lashes and brow. 


CARLYLE LABORATORIES 
M-S4 Dey St., N. Y. City 


The Shade Paris Is 
Raving Over! 


Mery Philbin 


ated 
Universa/lStar 


Women Love 
To Look Years Younger 


Wrinkles Vanish Quickly 


Women of 30 or over with children, 
and household cares, and a desire for 
—~ hours show no trace of age when 
using 


Parisian Flesh Food 
and Bust Developer 


Thousands of seeming miracles are credited to my cremes 
which rejuvenate the complexion by correcting the under- 
lying cause of wrinkles, age-lines, crowsfeet, 
etc. The sure, safe, simple —— of | staying 
young and happy. Try them tod wf “Beauty 
Secrets" and ~ Rig Samples of both. En- 
close 10c for mailing. 
Mme. 403 Parisian Bdlg., 
Cleveland, Ohio 


Representatives Wanted 


time she repeats it she lashes me with barbed 
thongs. 

“She will say, ‘Eileen, dear, it is hard, I 
know. But later on a good man will come 
into your life and even if you do not love 
him as you did Phil, nevertheless you will 
find happiness in your babies!’ 

“In my babies! God, I could scream 
every time she repeats it! I beg her not to; 
but she is of the persisting sort who be- 
lieves that repetition wears away rocks. She 
thinks, of course, that I object through 
loyalty to Phil. 

“Lately as torturing doubts whirl me in 
circles, I often wonder what she will say 
if I suddenly blurt out the truth. Some- 
how, for all her sympathy, it would be easier 
to confess to my father. My breath halts 
when I think of that. I can picture the 
scene that would take place. Imaginary, it 
is true! But when a man’s entire life has 
been an open book it is easy to anticipate 
what a certain page or chapter will be. 
My father is a sincerely religious man. 
Kind and charitable in material matters, he 
is uncompromising against evil and evil- 
doers. 

“He would first go ashen gray. But the 
only outward sign of the blow would be 
the startled light in his blue eyes and the 
sudden tightening of his jaws. Then his 
glance would slowly transfix me and each 
word he uttered would fall with the crush- 
ing impact of measured blows from a sledge. 
If only he would fly into a fury and berate 
me! Out of such a reception might even- 
tually come pity and understanding. But 
no, implacable in his judgment of the trans- 
gressions of others, he would not shirk for 
himself or the ones he loves. He does love 
me. I know that. Yet I would have to pay 
to the full. No other thought would enter 
his mind. 

“Only once would anger sweep him from 
his balance—not rage, but the blasting in- 
dignation of the righteous man offended. 

“It would come when, during his orgy of 
self commiseration for the shame brought to 
him, I would suggest that I might avoid 
the shame by avoiding the maternity. 

“Murder! How dare I suggest that? 
Would I add this crime to my others? 
Would I make him an accessory by even 
mentioning so detestable an alternative ? 


H, NO—as I had sown so I must reap. 

I must pay regardless of what those 
who loved me must also pay. And the babe? 
Why the question of what it would have to 
pay would never enter his mind. He would 
do his duty, maintain the proof of my 
shame in comfort. But he would never, so 
long as he lived, forget that the child was 
the cause of his own public humiliation. 
And if I should rebel because he let the 
child know what he was and treated him as 
a pariah, my father would remind me that 
the sins of the parents are visited on the 
children. 

“I love my father. As he is, he is. His 
moral code is a part of him, as involuntary 
as the beating of his heart. It hurts to 
think that I shall drag his head in the 
dust. 

“Time will soften his judgment of me if 
I submit to his will, because down in his 
heart he loves me deeply. But even so, 
were I to attempt to cheat Nature he would 
hate and despise me, would cast me off en- 
tirely. That, he would hold, was an un- 
speakable defiance of both God’s law and 
man’s law. Think of it—either way to be 
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Has She the Right to 
MotherhoodP 


[Continued from page 44] 


flayed by one law or the other. A noble 
code—to let the woman bear all of the 
burden, all the responsibility. Hers the 
shame, hers and the babe’s—and hers the 
terrible duty of deciding whether she shall 
become a murderer (as the code has it) or 
whether she shall betray her helpless babe, 
her own flesh and blood to lifelong social 
obliquity. 

“Then I pray: ‘Oh Gentle Saviour, why 
hast Thou permitted men to impose such 
torture on frail women? Is not the Father’s 
hand behind all the laws of procreation? 
Where is the justice in such a law that 
afflicts mankind alone? Are the creatures 
of the wild, God’s creatures, too, held less 
worthy because they are born out of wed- 
lock?’ That is one of the arguments with 
which I bolster my maternal moods. Then 
I realize it is sheer sophistry. Man, the 
dominant creature, after His image, is denied 
the freedom of the lesser creatures. Con- 
ventions are his shackles, society his jailer 
through all his life. The unwed mother 
answers in this life and to man, not to God 
and His infinite understanding! 

“IT have seen with my own eyes the 
payment exacted from an unwed mother 
and her child. She lived in our suburb, 
but was not of our class. Oh, yes, I re- 
member that the members of our local aid 
society talked sympathetically and made 
promises without end. And what happened! 
They furnished a layette, and pottered about 
the girl for awhile, used her as a diversion 
and an illustration of their own virtues 
and chastity. But when the girl was up 
and ready to work would any of these 
women employ her? Would they, indeed! 
Oh, no, it was not safe to bring her into 
homes where there were susceptible men; 
and, again, she would be a bad example for 
growing daughters. And what about the 
child? A nice child, truly, good to give 
toys to at Christmas time and thus win that 
rosy glow of generosity that fits so well 
at Yuletide. But play with their children? 
Well, really, you know how it is! Children 
are so curious. They will ask embarrassing 
questions. 

“Sometimes I am on the verge of going 
to my mother. I know I would get 
sympathy and aid, as she saw it. ‘Good 
heavens,’ she would exclaim, ‘we mustn't 
lose a moment! We'll go to Dr. Blank this 
very afternoon!’ 

“And if I should demur, explaining that 
I wasn’t sure just what I wanted to do, why 
then I can see her amazed consternation. 

“Was I crazy? Had I no thought of 
our social position? Because I had been 
foolish enough to get into this predicament 
was I crazy enough to hesitate about getting 
out of it? 

“I might suggest the possibility of my 
going away to have the babe. Then what 
a row there would be. She would deluge 
me alternately with contempt, logic, ridicule, 
tears. What sort of a creature was I that 
would want to have a fatherless child 
saddled to me for life? That sort of 
thing, she would argue truly, doesn’t happen 
to girls of my class. 

“My father and mother, you see would 
be in accord in only one particular. Neither 
would give the least consideration to the 
rights of the unborn babe. I shrink from 
going to my mother for the same reason I 
avoid confession to my father. Once either 
of them learns the truth the decision will 
be taken entirely out of my hands. I won- 
der what will happen if my parents are 
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ever opposed to each other in this matter. 
Mother would never yield to him in this, 
though she usually gives in when other issues 
arise. Thus I would be the cause of their 
first serious difference, a difference that 
might end no one knows where. 

“T have said to myself that I will go off 
and have my babe. I could easily gain 
their consent to a trip abroad for a few 


months. In fact I have already broached 
the matter. I could find a safe retreat, say 
in France. After my ordeal is over I could 


have the babe adopted by respectable people, 
paying enough money to assure its future. 
I could stay with it awhile, might even 
arrange to see it at intervals afterward. 

“Then it all blows up in smoke. There 
are dozens of reasons why this is the least 
possible solution of all. 

“This much is sure—if I have my child 
I could never give him up even though I 
have to give up everything else in the 
world. But even though I sacrificed my 
life, living an endless lie, it would not 
solve the problem. ‘Where is my daddy?’ 
he would come to ask; and though I might 
put him off awhile with a story of widow- 
hood, sooner or later he would demand 
details of relatives, or birthplace, or the 
thousand and one things which bind every 
human being to his kin. And if he did 
not question, the world would. Though 
I might escape his scorn for the injury I 
had done him, he could not escape the 
scorn of the world. 

“Aside from this, love for my parents 
would stand in the way of such a course. 
Could I hide away in the world, leaving 
them in complete ignorance? Yet to tell 
them anything would defeat my purpose, 
laying the way wide open to disclosure. I 
know well that in my ordeal emergencies 
might arise. If that happened, either they 
would have to be notified, the bolt striking 
them with cruel suddenness; or, having hid- 
den my identity, I would vanish completely, 
as other girls have done. I could not risk 
this for my parents. 


“PTSHERE is a dear woman I know, a 

widow, the mother of a boy away at 
school. She loves humanity. Liberal minded 
—radical, some say—she is a tearer down of 
idols and a puncturer of conventions. 

“Like an inspiration the thought came to 
go to her. And I was not disappointed. 
She understood as though she herself had 
been through a similar ordeal. ‘Have your 
child,’ she counselled, ‘if you are sure you 
possess the courage to make the necessary 
sacrifices !’ 

“ “Motherhood,” she said, ‘is the balm for 
all sorrows, easing the sting of a faithless 
husband, of poverty, of disgrace, of physical 
suffering.’ The very theme irradiated her. 
She bared a hidden chapter of her own life 
in illustration. 

“The daughter of an aristocratic family 
she had eloped with a young gardener. Her 
mother was dead and her father never re- 
lented. And presently the husband, utterly 
worthless, had run off with a housemaid, 
leaving her alone to bring their child into 
the world. 

“And the child had transformed life for 
her, crowning her mistake with the diadem 
of maternity. All she had suffered was as 
nothing compared to her reward. Her 
struggles for her child’s sake had been hap- 
piness indescribable. Only if I bore my 
child would I understand what she meant. 

“From the babe’s earliest days of under- 


standing I must accustom him to the truth, 
not leaving him unprepared for the blow of 
sudden discovery. By facing the world 
frankly and demanding respect I would 
convince my child that no shame rested 
upon him. She instanced the divine Bern- 
hardt who, by her very candor, had re- 
tained the world’s esteem for herself and 
her love child. She said: ‘It is only be- 
cause people show shame in illegitimacy that 
it becomes shameful.’ 

“*But he will grow up,’ I said. ‘He will 
want to marry. Will any one, would even 
you, want a son or daughter to marry an 
illegitimate child?’ 


a HY of course,’ she said, ‘provided 

the child was worthy in other re- 
spects. That is where you will be held ac- 
countable.’ 

“I went home elated, my head in the 
clouds, glad to pay all the penalties because 
they would fall only on me. But in the 
very height of my exultation the specter 
Doubt raised its head again. It is torturing 
me all the while! I do not get a moment’s 
peace! 

“Miss Smith, you can help me. You 
know many girls who have gone through 
my trouble. Let me talk with them. From 
one of them who have been tortured by 
doubts as I am tortured I may find out 
what to do. The ones who have averted 
maternity can tell at what cost to them; 
those who have borne their babes can tell 
whether motherhood is worth all the sacri- 
fices it involves to an unwed girl.” 

“My poor girl,” I said finally, “I would 
do anything to help you, but what you ask 
is impossible. How could I betray the con- 
fidence of these other girls by letting their 
identity be known?” 


She was quick to acknowledge my help- 
lessness. 

“But,” she said hopefully, “you have 
helped them in their trouble, gained their 
confidence, talked with them, have seen 
into their hearts and minds... Tell me 
what they said and thought ... Tell me 


what they did and the result!” 

Of course I did as she asked, but though 
we went deeply into the matter touching 
on many cases, we, of course, arrived at no 
definite conclusion. This much she gained, 
however—the certain knowledge that only 
from within herself could she hope to find 
the answer to her problem. That at least 
was helpful because it narrowed the wilder- 
ness through which she was groping. 

And so this young wanderer passed out 
of the Court and out of my knowledge. +I 
do not know how she met her problem 
finally, nor if she ever solved it either 
wholly or in part. I do not know who 
she is nor whence she came. She did not 
tell me and I did not ask her. 

But out of this contact I have learned 
something of immense value—something 
that will be of inestimable help, if not in 
curing, at least in easing, the hurts of other 
girl victims of the world’s misunderstanding. 

It is that the real punishment of the 
unwed mother lies not in the obvious penal- 
ties as the outside world sees them. It lies 
in the terrible doubts which scourge her 
ceaselessly. To go through physical tor- 
ture would be blissful by comparison. Her 
punishment lies in having to choose a course 
blindly, unable to determine what is best 
when the welfare of those she loves and 
her own future depend entirely on the de- 
cision she makes, be the decision right or 
wrong. 


D° YOU think your face is your fortune? Do you say to yourself when you 

are looking at some silver screen star—*Why, I’m as beautiful as she is!” 

Did your vanity ever prompt you to enter a beauty contest? I did and when I won 

I started on what I thought was the road to fame and fortune. When you read 

my story in June SMart Set you will realize as I do now that it was really the 
road that led to nowhere. 


103 


BATHASWEET 


The 


real 


secret 
of beautiful 


skin! 


The most important clue to true skin- 
beauty lies in the fact that no ‘“‘ring’’ of 
dirt is left around either wash bowl or 
bath tub when Bathasweet is used. 


you exclaim, ‘‘what can that 
have to do with beautiful skin?"’ Just this: 


Beauty specialists agree that blackheads 
and most other skin blemishes are due to 
pores that have become clogged, often by 
their own secretions. The remedy is a 
more perfect cleansing method, and Batha- 
sweet offers the best method that has yet 
been devised. Its softening action enables 
water to dissolve dirt more freely and hold 
it in solution, as evidenced by the absence 
of the “‘ring.’’ When you use Bathasweet 
even the tiniest recesses of the pores are 
quickly cleansed. And the dirt is not 
washed back. As a consequence skin 
blemishes disappear and soon your skin 
takes on a clear, healthful loveliness such 
as it never knew before. 


The Luxury of the 
Perfumed Bath! 


No other road to skin-beauty is so sure, so easy, or 
so pleasant as this. The soft, limpid water feels so 
good! And then the delight of washing and bathing 
in water sweet-scented as a flower garden—that leaves 
about you a subtle, almost scentless, personal fragrance 
that is the very height of daintiness! What luxury 
can vie with this? 

Yet Bathasweet costs so little! 25c, soc, $1, and 
$1.50 at Drug and 4-94 Stores. It has been 
used by gentlewomen for over 20 years. Will you, 
too, try it? 


FREE 


A can sent free if you mail this cou- 
= with name and address to C. S. 
elch Co., Dept. SE., New York. 
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Freckles 


Secretly and Quickly Removed! 


you can banish those annoying, 
embarrassing freckles, quickly 
and surely, in the privacy of your 
own boudoir. Your friends will won- 
der how you did it. 


Stillman’s Freckle Cream bleaches 
them out while you sleep. Leaves the 
skin soft and white, the complexion 
fresh, clear and transparent, the face 
rejuvenated with new beauty of 
natural coloring. 


The first jar proves its magic worth. 
Results guaranteed, or money re- 
funded. At all druggists, S0c and $1. 


Stillman’s 
Freckle Cream 


| Whitens 
Freckles | The Skin 


The Stillman Co , 74 Rosemary Lane, Aurora, Ill. 
Send me your FREE make-up and skin treat- 
ment booklet. 


Name 
Address 


City........ 


Merely for cost 


(Wedding Eve) 
(Imported from France) 
If you would be la femme bien-aimee 
you must understand the subtle sorcery 
of perfumes. You must cast the pol | 
of languorous freshness—exhale a pro- 
vocative fragrance. 


The Odor Alluring 
Nuit de Marriage confers the power of 
charm that only the French know how 
And now Madam, or Mademoiselle may try 
Send only 25 cents (the cost of postage and 
packing) and receive a poupee filled with this odour 


ravissante. Outside U. S. 36 cents. 
You’ll Just Adore It! Send NOW 


Learn to know the subtle difference between this truly 
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of packing and postage | 
|my apartment, that Rita would call me up. 
I 


I sat up, staring at him, not realizing at 
| first what he meant. Then I understood. 
| The name I’d given him, “Miss V ” made 
‘him Fagg: the injured woman was Rita. 

’ I whispered. “Not the woman I’m 
Phin "to marry. My wife! My former 
wife !” 
He 


drew back, at that, but didn’t say 
anything. I suppose there wasn’t anything 
to say. I went right on. 

“Don’t you see the position I'm in? This 
girl I’m engaged to is waiting for me, right 
now, to meet her and take her to dinner, 
to the theater! And I can’t go. I can't 
face her. What shall I do? I’m half mad.” 

“You can't stay here,” he said. “No use 
in that. The patient won't be conscious, 
for hours. And the rules of the hospital, 
as you know, bar visitors, after nine o'clock. 
Why don't you go home and get some 


sleep? Tomorrow morning—” 
| “I couldn’t stand the waiting,” I told 
|him. “Aren’t you coming back here to- 


night ?” 


H« SAID he was and promised to tele- 
phone me, if I would give him my 


number. I wrote it on a card. 
“Maybe you think it queer, my feeling 
the way I do,’ I said to him. “But I can’t 


This woman was once a part of 
I thought that was all over. Now 
it isn’t. I don't say it’s love. I 
But there’s some tie, some 


help it. 
my life. 
I know 
don’t know. 
bond, tearing the heart out of me. Can you 
understand ?” 

“Better than most people,” he said. “No 
man and woman who have ever really loved 
each other can entirely part. They may 
form other ties, but the first one will always 
remain. You can’t destroy it, although it 
takes some big crisis, like the one you are 
going through tonight, to prove that it 
exists. Doctors understand such _ things 
better than most people, because they come 
in contact with them. I’m sorry for you, 
because I know what you must feel. But 
I can’t advise you. Not as to the future, 
at least. Right now I think you ought to 
telephone your fiancée that you can’t meet 
her. Make some reasonable excuse and 
then go home and wait until I call you. 
Nobody can tell what the next few hours 
will bring. Your former wife is a very ill 
woman. Go home and get some rest. I'll 
call you, without fail, before midnight.” 

I left him, then, of course. There was 
nothing else to do. But I couldn’t go home. 
Not right away, at least. I wanted to be 
alone, to think. And I knew, if I went to 


got into my car and drove for a 
couple of hours, through the rain, thinking, 
thinking, getting nowhere. I had something 
to eat, not because I wanted it, but to 


| kill time, then I put my car in the garage 


and went to my apartment. I didn’t dare 
stay away any longer, for fear the doctor 
would call up, and find me out. 

As I entered the living room a figure in 
evening dress sprang from a chair and came 
toward me. It was Rita. I stared at her 
in astonishment, stupidly asked her what 
she was doing here. She caught at my 
arm. 

“What has happened?” she asked. “Have 
you been in an accident?” Id tried to 
clean the stains off my coat before having 
dinner, but I still looked pretty well messed 
up, I guess. “I’ve been trying to get you 
on the telephone for hours,” Rita went on. 
“When they told me you didn’t answer, I 
got worried and came down to see what was 
the matter. The superintendent let me in. 
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You Can’t Divorce Love 


[Continued from page 37] 


We thought you might have had a stroke 
or something. Where have you been?” 

I told her. There wasn’t anything else 
to do. Told her the whole story. She sat 
very quiet for a while. I saw that she 
was terribly hurt. 

“You might have telephoned,” she said. 
“T understand how you feel about this wo- 
man, about helping her, but what about 
me? Haven't I any claims?” 

There was no use in trying to talk the 
matter over then, and I told her so. 

“I’m too upset to think straight, now.” I 
said. “Let’s leave everything until tomor- 
row. I'll feel more like myself, then.” 

Rita wouldn't listen to that. I could see 
that she was terribly angry and _ jealous. 
Any woman would have been, I suppose. 

“Do you mean to tell me,” she said, “that 
with our wedding day just a week off, you 
can put me aside like this? Because of an 
accident you couldn’t help? Does this wo- 
man mean more to you than I do?” 

That was just the question. I didn't 
know. Right then, her injuries, her re- 
covery, seemed to mean more than anything 
in the world, as far as I was concerned. 

“Rita,” I said. “She may be dying!” 

“T understand that. So are hundreds of 
other people, every hour of the day. I 
realize that this thing has been a terrible 
shock to you. Injuring her. Injuring any- 
body. You've wanted to do everything 
you could. Now that you've done it, you 
should try to put the affair from your mind. 
Why push me aside for someone who went 
out of your life long before you met me. 
Someone you claimed meant nothing to 
you at all? Do you call that love? Sup- 
pose this had happened after we had been 
married? What then? Would you have 
left me, to go to her? I'm sorry the wo- 
man’s hurt, terribly sorry, but outside of 
that she means no more to me than any 
other woman and she shouldn’t, to you. 
Maybe I am jealous. If I am, I have a 


right to be. This woman—” 
I stopped her, then. We weren’t getting 
anywhere. 


“Why drag her into it?” I said. “She 
knows nothing whatever about the affair, 
not even who struck her. She may never 
know.” 

“And yet, your thoughts are of her, not 
of me, the woman you say you love!” She 
began to laugh, hysterically, in spite of my 
efforts to quiet her. 


T WAS a frightful situation, and there 

seemed nothing I could do about it. I 
know that Rita expected me to take her in 
my arms, kiss her, make love to her. And 
I couldn't, with my ears straining every 
moment for the ringing of the telephone 
bell, the message from Dr. H Strange 
as it may seem—and it seemed strange to 
me, admit—I couldn't think very seri- 
ously about Rita, about the bitter and 
angry things she was saying to me, with my 
thoughts on that bell. The doctor had said 
he thought the patient would live, but he 
was not sure. I knew that any instant I 
might hear that she was dying or dead. 1 
think, now, that if Rita had been an older 
and wiser woman she would have gone and 
left me. Instead of that she got more and 
more angry, blamed me more and more. 

I do not want to give the impression that 
I did not care for Rita or that I had ceased 
to love her. But what I was going through 
was a deeper, more tragic thing. A differ- 
ent kind of love, I suppose. Some feeling 
that had nothing whatever to do with 
physical love. The sort of feeling a man 
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might have for an old, a very dear friend. 
Then Rita, tired of blaming me, came up 
and put her arms around my neck. She 
tried to kiss me but I turned away. I had 
to. Rita was trying to win me back by 
appealing to my emotions. I didn’t want 
that, not then! I could think of nothing 
but a white face, with mud on it, and a 
trickle of blood just showing under a wisp 
of damp hair. 

While Rita stood staring at me as though 
I had struck her, the telephone bell rang. 
I snatched up the receiver and heard Dr. | 
H——’s voice. 

“The patient is doing very nicely,” he 
said. “She keeps calling for you. I pre- 
sume it is you, since she uses your first 
name. Not quite out of the ether yet, of! 
course. I feel very confident, but there 
are complications. It is possible that she 
may have a definite paralysis, but it’s too 
soon to say, as yet.” 

I dropped the receiver, shuddering. For 
the moment I had forgotten about Rita. 
She stood near the door, pulling at the en- 
gagement ring I had given her. 

“Here.” She laid the ring on a chair. “I 
guess she needs you more than I do.” Then 
she went out. 

I did not attempt to stop her. I was 
thinking of the words of the wedding ser-| 
vice—“to have and to hold—for better, 
for worse, until death do us part.” 

I think I did right. The question is one 
that only time can answer. My former | 
wife and I have remarried. She is a help- | 
less cripple, but I think she is happy. I) 
am doing my best to make her so, and 
have nothing to regret. Not even Rita, 
for she is married, too. 


Second-Hand 
Husbands 


[Continued from page 19] 


so unhappy, but Alice began to be motherly 
to him. She knew best about everything! 
She knew what he should eat and wear and 
do! He grew so irritated at last, that he | 
longed for his first wife who in the short | 
spells between her tempers had been gay) 
and attractive and let him have his own| 
way. 
I knew a girl who married a divorced ial 
whose first wife “misunderstood” him. 
The sweet thing was full of sympathetic 
hero worship; she wanted to “understand” | 
him all the time, but she bored him to death | 
because she did not understand men or their | 
natures, and overloaded him with cloying | 
sweetness. So he thought of the thrills | 
he had had, when some scene of misunder- | 
standing had been explained in his first | 
marriage. 
Realize when you marry a divorced man | 
that you are taking on an experienced critic. | 
If a man is attracted to a divorced woman | 
even greater care should be taken to dis- 
cover the reason of the first severance. Be- 
cause a young divorced woman is nearly al- | 
ways an alluring person fully able to prac- | 
tice any wile, and her knowledge of men 
makes her dangerous. So a young man head 
over heels in love with one has but a poor 
chance to use his reason. The only safe 
course for the divorced or th. untrammelled 
where marriage or re-marriag: is concerned 
is to look ahead and speculate how it will 
all be in a year’s time. How will the qualities 
wear? And if they obviously won't wear, | 
is the satisfaction of a few months’, or weeks’, 
pleasure worth the inevitable price? Do not | 
start out expecting perfection just because 
you are in love, or you will soon end your 
fool’s paradise! 
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I Knew I Belonged to Him 


[Continued from page 22] 


mustn’t,” I said. He picked me up and 
started out of the room with me. 

The Sheik carried me as if I were a 
feather, running swiftly in what seemed to 
be circles, but, later I found out that he was 
only avoiding and dodging people. 

He put me down at last on a little wrought 
|iron balcony that overlooked a garden which 
had been converted into a desert scene. I 
| caught my breath at the picture below. Lit- 
| tle striped tents with dim colored lights were 
pitched here and there. Figures seemed to 
drift instead of walking through the gar- 
den. I heard a strain of Gypsy music in 
the distance. 

“Once in the Riffian desert I slept under 
tents and dreamed you were there under 
the African stars with me,” the man said, 
and there was a quality in his voice that 
made me know he was telling the truth, 
but it was so baffling. How could he have 
known me, without my knowing him? 
Surely I could never have forgotten him. 


DON’T understand. You said you’ve 
known me all your life.” 
| “T said in my dreams, Allien,” 
rected. 
| “Who are you?” I demanded. 
| “What’s in a name?” he countered. “Don’t 
you feel somehow, that we're not exactly 
strangers ?” 

“Yes, but I'd really 
you are.” 

“This is a night of mystery, and mask. 
It is only a page out of a romantic book. 
For the moment will it not be enough for 
me to say that I am nobody, nothing, but 
an adventurer. For I was only that when 
I first began to dream of such a girl as 
you! I was only that in the Riffian desert 
when you seemed sleeping in the tent under 
those burning stars. Look,” he lifted his 
hand toward the skies, “those stars seem al- 
most pale, and cold compared with the desert 
stars I marched and dreamed under.” 

“I know,” I said, “you were with the 
Foreign Legion in Africa.” In that mo- 
ment something seemed to happen to the 
stars above us. Their gold deepened, and 
they burned like twinkling tongues of flame. 

The whisper of voices below had risen to 
a gay sound, topped by soft laughter. We 
looked over the balcony, keeping well within 
the loitering shadows. Men in livery were 
going from tent to tent placing little cock- 
tail shakers, and glasses on the small tables 
in front of each tent. The music became 
louder and more ardent. 

“I’m going to get a shaker for us,” de- 
clared my Sheik, slipping through the French 
window. 

Left alone, I wondered what strange Fate 
Charlie Footner’s party had arranged for 
me. Never before had any man appealed to 
me as strongly as this one who had carried 
me off because he claimed me as his girl. 
The whole situation was intriguing, and I 
found myself remembering how he said he 
had dreamed about me in an African tent. 
Of course, I understood that he had not 
actually dreamed of me as Allien Stanton 
then but as the girl of his heart. 

Suddenly a tinkling sound seemed to be 
drifting to my balcony. The Sheik was 
standing just inside the window whisking 
a shaker back and forth. A moment later 
we were holding little glasses of frothing 
jamber stuff toward the heavens— 
| “To my Sheik,” I said, and I was amazed 
my own words. 
| The tall robed man bowed gracefully. “To 
the girl of my dream in an African tent,” 
|he whispered, and we drank the frothing 
| amber stuff. It was a Charlie Footner’s 


he cor- 


like to know who 
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cocktail. "‘Nough said! I felt as if I were 
soaring off toward the skies, with the Sheik, 
and that the voices below, the tinkling of 
ice and the Gypsy music were soaring with 
us. 

Babel seemed suddenly let loose in the 
garden below. Girls and Sheiks were cheer- 
ing and clapping at the sight of five negroes, 
dressed in the mode of wildest Africa, who 
were making their way to an artificial palm 
bower with musical instruments. The dance 
orchestra had arrived and the outdoor danc- 
ing platform was quickly filled. 

“Let’s dance,” I cried and I was tugging 
at my Sheik’s arm. 

“Right-o, let’s,” he said. 

Curiosity as to his real identity suddenly 
returned to me. I hung back on his arm, 
demanding to know his name. “If you 
don’t tell me, I won’t dance with you,” I 
said. 

He laughed, knowing, I suppose, that I 
had no idea of carrying out my threat. 
“T’ll ‘phone you tomorrow, and tell you 
all about myself. It’s so much more fun 
this way.” 

“Fun for you; you already know me. I 
haven’t even got a name to call you by.” 

“Give me a name for tonight,” he said. 

I turned to him, impulsively deciding on a 
name. “All right Mister Smarty Sheik, I'm 
going to call you Go—Go—” 

“Go—Go!” he repeated, “Why such a 
funny one?” 

“Because you remind me so much of the 
hand-kissing, lounge lizard bird I’ve got to 
lunch with tomorrow.” 

“What’s that? Who’re you having lunch 
with?” he demanded, and I was thrilled be- 
cause I felt that he was jealous over the 
idea of my lunching with another man. 

“Oh, he’s one of those foppish Counts. 
Count Goushardy. But I call him Count 
Go—Go Goolash.” 

“Look here, why the devil should I re- 
mind you of such a bird?” he said. 

“Because you're so different,” I answered. 
“But, come on my Go—Go, dance me, honey, 
dance me.” 

I was jostled into my partner’s arms by 
the surge of the dancers, and for a thrilling 
moment clung against him, unable to move, 
and not caring to. 

“I'd give anything to look into your eyes 
for a moment,” he whispered into my mask, 
as the dance ended. 

“On our balcony now, if you let me see 
yours,” I answered. I was eager to get a 
glimpse of his whole face. 

In another moment we were standing close 
together on our own little balcony, our 
masks pulled away. My Sheik was hand- 
some in a dark fiery way, and his eyes 
glowed with black flames. 

“Allien, do you hear me? I’m telling 
you that I love you, that tonight is the be- 
ginning of everything. Tomorrow, I'll call 
you and tell you my name, and everything.” 


WEPT off of my feet in that mad mo- 

ment of romance it made no difference 
who he was, or what he was. Tomorrow 
seemed vague, and far away. The present 
alone counted. 

The orchestra struck up, 
Belong To Me,” 
eves filled with understanding. 

Dawn was flaming above the roof tops 
of New York as we got into a taxicab. My 
Sheik and I were alone. Claire hadn't 
been in evidence for an hour, but I was too 
worn out from the excitement of the party, 
and the emotional strain of meeting the 
man of my own dreams toe worry about 
Claire. She was plenty able to take care 
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of herself; sober, or tight. I slumped against 
the Sheik’s shoulder, and closed my eyes 
heavily. I was not passing out from drink- 
ing. When a girl, used to relying on cock- 
tails for her pep, really falls hard for a 
man, romance gives her kick enough. Con- 
sequently, I’d gone a little easy on the 
champagne. 

“Dead to the world, aren’t you?” he mur- 
mured over me. “I’m dying, too.” 

The cab careened, stopped shortly. I was 
helped out in a daze. I suppose the eleva- 
tor boy thought we were a fine pair of boiled 
owls. But, there was only one thing on my 
mind then—sleep. It was so uncomfortable 
sleeping in an upright position. 

It was dark in Claire’s apartment, or it 
seemed that way because my eyes remained 
closed. Things seemed to be in the way 
at every turn. But, somehow we reached 
the living room. The bed swirled out of 
the shadows, and commenced going around 
like a carousel. I felt it come up under- 
neath me. There was a sinking sensation 
—then blankness. 


pouring in the windows, 
dazzled my eyes shut again as I awak- 
ened from that sleep of utter exhaustion. 
Thoughts, memories, and dreams jumbled 
through my mind while I lay there trying 
to straighten out the awful mental tangle. 


A Sheik, handsome in a dark fiery way, and | 


with eyes that glowed like black flames kept 
dancing through my mind pictures. Be- 
hind him came mother, and a foppish sort 
of foreigner, bending and scraping over 
everything and everybody; Claire ran in be- 
tween these two groups chasing the boot- 
legger, and the whole negro orchestra that 
had played in the garden were rolling their 
eyes at me. 

“Claire, Claire,” I said, and reached out 
to wake her. I was alone in the bed! This 
realization cleared my mind. I popped up, 
amazed to find myself in all my clothes of 
the night before except for my shoes. My 
beautiful opera cape was flung over me as 
a cover. 

My eyes suddenly rested on the bedside 
clock. It was two minutes of twelve! My 
mother was due at noon sharp—and, oh, 
what a stickler she was for punctuality! I 


leaped out of bed, and pulled off my dress | 


with one yank, and slid into a negligée. 

A sound in the living room startled me. 
I flew to the bed-room door, and beheld 
some sort of striped commotion on the divan. 

I tried to smother the soft little scream 
that burst through my lips. 

My Sheik of the night before got to his 
feet, bewildered, and looked about the room. 
There was a sheepish plea for enlighten- 
ment on his face, but all I could think of 
was that my mother was due in a few 
seconds, and he must not be found in the 
apartment. Good Heavens! The situation 
was scandalous. A man in party costume 
in the apartment at noon, having slept and, 
Claire not even there! 

“Quick, quick, my mother’s dun right now! 
You’ve got to beat it.” 


My words drove some of the bewilder- | 


ment from his face: “Good-night! That 
last soup must have knocked me for a loop. 
I tumbled on this divan—” 

“Call me up later, but, step on it, now. 
We can’t be caught this way by my mother. 
She’s due now.” 

“I’ve got on dinner clothes under this 


ostume.” He pulled the Sheik outfit off 
ver his head and handed it to me. “Stick 
it away,” he said. 


At that moment the apartment door-bell 
rang. The sound froze the blood in my 
veins: “Who’s there?” 

Mother’s voice answered. 

I looked at him helplessly for a second. 
Then my eyes, running around the room 
like a pair of scared rabbits, saw the break- 
fast menu on the floor where: Romeo, the 


Adds Gloss and Lustre, Makes 
Your Hair Easy to Manage 


I’ you want to make your hair easy 
to manage and add to its natural 
gloss and lustre, this is very easy to do. 

Just put a few drops of Glostora on 
the bristles of your hair brush, and brush 
it through your hair when you dress it. 
You will be surprised at the result. It 
will give your hair an unusually rich, 
silky gloss and lustre—instantly. 


Glostora simply makes your hair 
more beautiful by enhancing its natural 
wave and color. It keeps the wave and 
curl in, and leaves your hair so soft and 
pliable, and so easy to manage, that it 
will stay any style you arrange it, even 
after shampooing—whether long or 
bobbed. 


A few drops of Glostora impart that 
bright, brilliant, silky sheen, so much 
admired, and your hair will f: airly sparkle 
and glow with natural gloss and lustre. 


A large bottle of Glostora costs but a 
trifle at any drug store or toilet goods 
counter. Try it! You will be delighted 
to see how much more beautiful your 
hair will look, and how easy it will be to 


manage. 


Send This Coupon and Try it FREE 


THE R. L. WATKINS COMPANY 
1276 West 3rd Street, Cleveland, Ohio 


Please send me FREE, a sample of GLOSTORA, all charges ] 


27-G-17 ] 


paid. 
In Canada address 
A generous sample FREE 1 THE R. L. WATKINS CO., 462 Wellington St.,West, Toronto2-ont, J 


upon request. 


14-Kt. 


Ruby or Black Onyx. 


SEND NO MONEY 


Genuine Full Cut Diamond ,%, 
Terms (6 Mos. to Pay) 


tle. 6132. Solid Gold Men's 
Initial or Emblem Ring. 
Genuine Diamonds 4-100 each. tar, a, ason, 
White Gold Top. Em- 
blem (any lodge) or any initial 
(Old English) Yellow or White 
Gold inlaid in Genuine Hope | 


for Free Jewelry Catalog 
BUFFALO JE JEWELRY MFG. 
Dept. 102 (or at your Jeweler’s) 
501 Washington St., Buffalo, N. Y. 


No. 6598. Any initial 
2 raised gold) or Eastern 
Rebece: M 


K. of GC. emblem 
if desired. 


number of 
. initial or Ne. 6598 — 


| td rine will be sent for inspec- Ladies’ Ring 
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and then—I used 


BROWNATONE 


Y hair was a fright. 
It was dingy and 
streaked with gray. 
I didn’t really notice 
it until I overheard 
several sly remarks. 
Then I decided to 
have a hair dresser 
treat my hair. But 
she charged ten dol- 
¥ lars for the treatme nt. 
Sol followed mother's 
advice, “Don't throw 
yom money away on 
air dressers — use 
BROWNATONE — and 
easily tint your own hair 
for only fifty cents. I have 
used it for years with wonderfully satisfactory 
results. Unlike many, it is safe and harmless— 
instantly and perfectly restores color to the 
exact tint I like. Only one application neces- 
sary—then just touch up the new hair as it 
. grows in. Marcelling or other hair dressing 
does not affect it. Won't wash out—doesn't 
rub—is natural-looking in strongest lights.” 


Without the slightest experience every woman 
can perfectly restore her hair to its exact original 
shade with the very first application of 
BROWNATONE. Or light hair may be dark- 
ened at will Immediately  effective—does 
not even require a harmful peroxide wash. A 
sure, quick, perfect tint, guaranteed harmless 
to hair, scalp or skin. 
two colors. Don't 
hesitate—use it at 
once. At drug and 
toilet counters 
Two sizes: 50c. 
& $1.50. 


Any shade desired from 


The Kenton Pharmacal Co | 
Dept. U 2 Coppin Bidg. 
Covington, Ky. 
Canada Address 
CV indser, Ont.) 


Enhance the natural 
beauty of your eyes with 


MASCARILLO 


An absolutely 


For sale at c 


erous samples se 


ip’ 
CHARLES MEYER, 9 EAST ST..N.Y.C. 


@ Suppose You Could Get d 
vains 


Same Way 


Bankers Do 


Thousands of bankers, lawyers, mere 
” chants — others — continually 
ew, monds at radically low pri 


a tij 


This or any of the many other bargains in 
latest list sent on approval. Offers backed 
by reapppeitie uarantees. 
Examina in Free. se blank below. 


Why Pay Full Prices? 


World’s st, diamond bank- 


ing institution of 75 rated over 
000,000. 00. sell the. DIAMONDS on 
yHICH M MONEY was LOANED BUT 


PAID. too, from BIG CAS 
EUROP EAN DEALS. Send NOW, Lists 
imited. Free— all details,— Exact descrip- 
e Diamonds free, at 01 


Unpaid Now Boody. 
for Free List, Use Blank Below. 


For Free List clip this ad, fill in above and mail to— 
Jos. DeRoy & Sons, Opp. P.O., 4146 DeRoy Bidg., Pittsburgh, 


ve. | “T became temporarily 
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waiter had shoved it under the door earlier 


in the morning. It was like manna from 
heaven. My Sheik could play waiter! 

“Just a moment, dear,” I cried, stalling 
for time. 

Kicking the desert costume under the 
divan, I grabbed the breakfast card, and 
shoved it into the Sheik’s hands with a 
meaning look. He seemed to understand, 
but I wanted to be sure there’d be no muff. 
Mother would be a wreck if she knew my 
party partner had remained in the apart- 
/ment, especially since Claire wasn’t around. 

“It’s my mother out there,” I whispered, 
|“you’ve got to bluff as a wait—” 

“Your mother!” he said. The hoarseness 
lof his whispered exclamation, and the des- 
| perate expression that came to his face filled 
|me with an indefinable fear. 
| An unaccountable suspicion began to fill 
my mind. My lips tried to frame words 
'but Mother called again. 
| “I’m coming, mother.” I hurried to the 
door. Out of the corner of my eyes I saw 
my Sheik looking out of the window, the 
menu in his hands. 

Mother bustled into the apartment in her 


| whom the question is vital. 


The letters are sincere, honest and enlightening. They are so good that 
Smart Set will publish many of them in the June number, on sale 
You will want to read these letters. 


May 1. 


a Girl 1 Sex in Business? 


MART SET readers, men and women, were so interested in this | 
question that they flooded the office with letters. 


Many of the writers, of course, are girls who are in business, girls to | 


funds during this visit, Madame. In a way 
it was Fate for me to have such a thing 
happen, for coming here as a waiter I first 
saw your daughter and Madame knows how 
= pleasure that has brought me,” he 
said. 

My mother is an impulsive, honest sort of 
person. She suddenly extended her hand 
to the Count who bent over, and kissed 
it with courtly grace. 

“Count Goushardy, I think you're a real 
person. I’ve always admired the spunk of 
the impoverished Russian nobility in doing 
such things and the same goes for vou. 
When a man needs work, and takes what he 
can get, he’s a man,” she told him. Then 
turning to me: “Allien I want to present 
Count Goushardy of Rumania who is to 
take lunch with us at one at my club if his 
arrangements permit. Count Goushardy, 
this is my daughter whom you have ex- 
pressed a desire to meet.” 

My Sheik Count turned slightly away 
from mother as he bowed deeply over my 
hand in acknowledgment of the introduc- 
tion. Just as his lips touched my fingers 
he looked up at me and winked his eye. 


usual impetuous manner, and threw a small 
package on the divan. She kissed me, ask- 
ing almost in the same breath where Claire 
was. 

“She went shopping early,” I said. I did 
not dare tell the truth. 


UDDENLY mother became aware of the 

third person in the room. For a little mo- 
ment my heart began to sink. The ex- 
pression on mother’s face told me that she 
was struggling with the idea that the head 
and back of the Sheik were strangely fa- 
miliar to her. Suppose she didn’t fall for 
|the waiter game? 

“Who’s that man, Allien?” she demanded. 

“The breakfast waiter. I’m just order- 
ing breakfast. Won't you have something, 
coffee or tea, dear?” I was trying to act and 
sound natural. 

At that moment my Sheik turned around, 
and bowing with all the grace and elegance 
of a Parisian head-waiter, said in a voice 
with a perfect foreign accent: “Bon jour, 
Madame, permit me to offer you sugges- 
tions for petite dejeuner.” 

He extended the card ‘to mother, but she 
made no motion to take it. Mother just 
stood there looking at the Sheik as if he 
were an apparition. Finally after a few 
seconds of silence that almost unnerved me 
she made a soft little incoherent sort of 
sound, then said: “Heavens! Is it really 
you Count Goushardy or, am I the victim 
of trick-playing eyes?” 

“Your eyes are as true as they are en- 
Madame.” The Count made another 


gaging, 
grand bow, “I am Count Goushardy.” 
Go-Go's statement had the effect of a 


high-powered electrical shock upon me. I 
stared, almost unbelievingly, from my 
mother to the Count, feeling as if a feather 
would have knocked me down. Mother’s 
| next words came to me in a daze. 

“But, here like this, a—” she seemed to 
gulp over the next word, “waiter.” 

embarrassed for 


“It is a very great pleasure to be pre- 
sented to Mam’selle this way,” he said, and 
his voice made me think of those moments 
on the little iron-wrought balcony when he 
had told of dreaming about me _ under 
African stars. 

“You'll be able to lunch with us Count?” 
from mother. 

“I’ve made arrangements, Madame.” 

“Fine. Now, will you have some strong 
black coffee sent up? I—I feel just a little 
—well—the surprise of the thing, you know.” 

“Of course, the coffee will be up directly,” 
replied my Sheik, leaving the room. 

When he shut our door mother said: “Well, 
I never! Honestly, I never dreamed there 
was any romance of this kind left in the 
world. A Count turning waiter and falling 
in love with you. But, didn’t I say he 
was fascinating? He’s got real American 
gumption for all his grand manner. That 
comes from his mother. She was a Wash- 
ington woman, and the Count was at Prince- 
ton for two years.” 

I guess I’ve got a pretty good sense of 
humor for I was dying to tell mother what 
a fine Sheik the Count made. But, I didn’t 
dare shock the poor dear with the truth 
then. 

Fortunately we had our coffee and left 
before Claire showed up in her party clothes 
to throw a bomb into the situation. My 
Sheik was at mother’s club on time, fault- 
lessly dressed in afternoon clothes, and I 
was mighty glad that I knew just who he 
was underneath all of his polish, and charm. 
A Sheik if ever there was one! And, mine! 

Later when the Count, whom I now call 
Go-Go all the time, asked Dad for my 
hand, I told poor dear mother the truth. 
She took one look at my beautiful engage- 
ment ring, and gave a sigh of sudden re- 
lief as she said: “Good heavens, Allien, 
suppose there’d been a fire, or something 
dreadful and he’d been caught in the apart- 
ment! Imagine what would have gotten into 
those awful newspapers!” 
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Playthings 
of Women 


[Continued from page 68] 


to sit down and think of all the satisfactory 
things that woman has achieved. 

I was discussing the matter with a world- 
famed actress, whose blonde curls are as 
often seen in society gatherings as on the 
stage. “Women can do anything, achieve 
anything, if they'll only choose their 
weapons from the Armory of Eve,” she as- 
serted emphatically. “Man has ever been 
the willing slave of feminine woman. He in- 
stinctively recoils from the masculine type, 
but a regular woman has it over Kings and 
Princes all the time. Why! if I were 
given the choice, do you think I’d change 
with any man? IZ should feel my power was 
being limited.” 

Eve, who upset the world before it was 
in proper working order, was not a mas- 
culine type, that is very certain. Helen of 
Troy, responsible for indescribable catastro- 
phes was probably afraid of a mouse, and 
I know they had mice in those days because 
sop’s fable says so. Now, these ladies, to 
mention only two of them, did more than a 
thousand men could do. Eve has made her- 
self an indelible name in history. Almost 
everybody has heard of Eve. Helen of Troy 
had it all her own way. Her name stands 
as a monument to feminine seductiveness 
and out of the hundreds of thousands who 
were massacred in her behalf, not more than 
one or two individuals can be named, which 
only goes to show that woman is the axle 
round which the whole world turns. An 
age or civilization goes down to posterity 
as good, bad or indifferent, measured by the 
feminine standard. Woman colors history or 
personifies an epoch. The immortal sphinx 
is a woman and is not the earth on which 
we live, for that matter—Mother Earth— 
creative femininity ? 

It is perfectly thrilling to be certain that 
you are some relation to Eve and to imagine 
that you might be some connection of Helen 
of Troy. I am quite sure that some girls 
overlook these chances of reflected glory 
when they say they want to be a man. 

There would be no Governments were it 
not for the women. George Washington 
certainly was not found in a cherry tree nor 
did Lloyd George utter his infant cry be- 


cause a gooseberry bush pricked him. Men | 
are under the domination of women even | 


before they are born. 
sical example of women having the first and 
last word 


APA likes to think he rules the home, and 

Mama loves him to go on thinking. 
Some wise man, I forget who he was mar- 
ried to, made a remark to the effect that the 
world would not be tolerable for man if 
woman ever got to realize her power. Oh! 
how right he was and what a wonderful 
woman his wife must have been! These 
hybrid creatures, the too-frequent masculine 
women of today do not realize what they 
are losing. They do not know the heritage 
they are throwing away. 

“Paradise is open at the command of 
Mothers,” runs the Arabian proverb, while 
another to the effect that “A man has no 
portion in the love of women when he be- 
comes gray, or when he loses his money,” 
very definitely defines her material heritage, 
at least; and that, in lands, where woman 
is supposed to be downtrodden and en- 
slaved! History, tradition, myth, have ever 


deified woman, in the ideal and in reality. 
Who would be Mere Man? 

I never have any difficulty in getting 
You just have to look as 


what I want. 


That is only the clas- | 


THIS SIMPLE WAY 


The beauty of eyes is really the beauty of lashes. 
If your lashes look long and luxuriant, your eyes 


For it is the frame of 


dark lashes that gives to your eyes the fairy play 


Make your lashes appear longer and thicker merely 
by darkening your lashes with Winx, the waterproof 


liquid. Applied with the brush attached to the stop- 


TO HAVE Gye 
have a charm that thrills. 
of lights and shadows. 
OFFER / 


pon with 12c. for a gen- 
erous sample. Another 
12c. brings a sample of 
PERT moift Rouge— 


waterproof too! 
Name 
fs NN. Address 
aterproof 
Corner Your Pictures-aibum 
en 


where zou can keep them safe 


per of the bottle, Winx dries instantly, is harmless, 
To prove the merits of and willnot rub or smear. At Drug or Department 
WINX, mail the cou- stores or by mail. Black or brown, 75c. WINXETTE 
(cake form) black or brown, 50c. U S. or Canada. 

Ross CoO., 249-E WEST 17+) STREET, NEW YORK 


Enclosed are 12c. for a sample of WINX. Another 
12c. brings a sample of PERT, the waterproof Rouge. 


“My Friends Could Scarcely 
Believe I Made Them Myself!’’ 


THAT is what girls and women, all over 
the world are saying today! Find out 
about this new and fascinating Method! 
Learn how you can have more beautiful 
clothes than ever before—even the smartest 
Parisian Styles—ona limited income. See 
how you can make the most becoming 
things at one-half to two-thirds the cost of or- 
dinary ‘‘store clothes,”’ this simple, easy way! 
Learn what this remarkable ‘‘Nu-Way,’’ that 
is bringing so many women tremendous sav- 
ings and the means of earning money, 
do for you. Send for my Free Book, ‘‘Fash- 
ion Secrets.’’ There’s no obligation what- 
ever! Clip coupon 


Al 
CAROLYN N FOR FRED K 


Send me your FREE Book, ‘*Fashion Secrets’’ and full particulars 
of **Nu-Way’’ Training. 
Biease specity whether irs. or 
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State 


SurerfluousHAIRall GON 


Forever removed by the Mahler 
Method which kills the hair root 
without pain or injuries to the skin, 
in the privacy of your own home. 
Send today 3 red stamps for Free Booklet. 
We teach Beauty Culture 


D. J. MAHLER CO., 925-B Mahler Park, Providence, R. I. 


YR can play real tunes from the start. 
No notes to puzzle you — no tiresome 
scales to practice. You need not know a 
thing about music. Even if you have 
never touched a piano, if you can hum 
or whistle a tune, we can teach you to 
play all the popular song hits by ear at a very 
small cost. Ro need now to spend years prace 
ticing under old time method. My new and 
original system teaches you easily and quickly. 
Write at once for 


Free Booklet 


te show you how easily it can be done. This 
wonderful home course is offered at a ridicu- 
lously low cost. A little practice gives amazing 
its. You can sit down and play any Popular 
piece that you can hum. Write us today. 
David M. Suttle, Director 
TLLINOIS SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
686 Hearst Square bd Chicago 
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New French Liquid 


keeps Hair Waved! 


Not for just a day, but for many days, 
your wave will now stay beautiful. For 
Viotoline (Vlo-to-leen), the wonderful dis- 
covery, sets your hair in waves that last 
from shampoo to shampoo. It is so easy, 
too. Just wet your hair with liquid 
Viotoline, curl with curlers or irons (or 
have your hairdresser do it). Then see 
how lovely your hair stays! Vlotoline is 
not affected by dampness or heat; it is 
oe harmless, contains no alcohol. 
4 oz. $1.50—enough for 3 or 4 months. 
OFFER — To prove 
what a remarkable 
LOTOLINE a bottle of Vilotoline 
—enough for at least 
{VLO-TO LEEN) Reg US Pas Off 4 applications, 

T enclose 50c. for which send me a bottle of 

Vlotoline—enough for at least 4 applications. 


Liquid this is, mail 
coupon with 5o¢ for 
Vlotoline Laboratories, Inc., Dept. D-5 
224 East 42nd St., New York 


Name. — 


Address 


N TREATMENT 
@W FOR SKIN 

If you have any kind of skin 
trouble—if it’s dry and itchy, 
red or inflamed. Or if you have 
rashes of any kind, eczema, 
chronic pimples or blackheads. 
If you aes unpleasant body 
odors—sore or sweaty feet— 
write to us. Your primary 
cause of suffering undoubtedly 

is derangement of the SKIN GLANDS. 
These glands which are just under the skin cannot 
be reached by surface treatments. Get at the cause 
of the trouble—don't just cover it up or soothe it 
temporarily. Bring the skin glands back to health. 
All forms and degrees of “skin-poison’’ can be helped 
when the cause is removed. Send for 


w hich explains a 
“Skin Treatment on 
DERMA-TONE LABORATORIES 
Dept. 12 ay Pa. 


» 


num effect, wi <<--_7 and faney clasp. 
r.16 for introducing fines. 


lam t 
SH AS. C. DIX, 2953 Van Buren St., mm “Chicago 


150MaWeek 


in Dancing 


$150 a Week for you’ Marion 4 
Chambers, Grace Robinson J 
earn that dancing in (~~ 
Broadway hits. Broadway 
teems with Vestoff trained dancing 
stars Vestoff students, too, earn 
big money as teachers of dancing. 
Noella Smith gets $10.00 an hour 
for teaching. Splendid positions 
open everywhere. 

World's Foremost 

Ballet Master Trains 
You at Home 

Veronine Vestoff, former solo danseur with Pavlowa, 
prepares you in your spare time at home for a stage 
career or to qualify as a teacher of dancing. 

Write for Free Catalog 
Explains how you can learn dancing through 
ing motion picture method. Rush name and a 
dress 
Vestoff Academie de Danse 

100 West 72nd St., New York, 


though you don’t expect it and it comes. 
Men are so selfish! They love to spring 
surprises and shocks. People are always 
asking me whether I am not dreadfully 
| handicapped in my journalistic work. They 
expect me to say that I am, and of course I 
feel I ought to be, but the truth is that I 
am not. First of all I would not presume 
to tackle the Lord of creation on his own 
ground. Why should I imitate, and imitate 
badly, the primitive clumsy methods of mere 
man? I prefer to be a woman because life 
is made much easier for me. In a crowded 
train men get up and offer me a seat. If I 
drop a handkerchief somebody picks it up. 
I am forgiven all the frailties of human 
nature. When I am late for an appointment, 
to man’s mind it carries the fragrance of 
Victorianism. If I forget to turn up at all, 
one excuse sounds as cute as another! I 
walk on the inside of the pavement and 
don’t get splashed by the mud. I am not 
expected to do anything that I don’t want 
to do and all the silly little things that I do 
want to do, are classified as “charming and 
womanly.” 


EN love feminine women, and for a 

woman it’s the easiest rdle to play. 
Nobody expects a woman to be clever or 
truthful, and how seldom anybody believes 
the truth, even when we speak it. I have 
told lots of people really startling facts which 
they might have believed, if I hadn’t rolled 
my eyes and drooped my lower lip, which 
goes to prove that a woman would make a 
much better diplomat than man. King-makers 
and president-makers are found to have been 
women when the truth becomes known. 
Even in the Orient, many proud Pashas and 
at least one King freely admitted that “We 
are all in the hands of our women.” 

I can’t think how many awkward situa- 
tions I have gotten out of by merely pre- 
tending to be a fool. A man is so ready to 
believe a woman is a fool, and so delighted 
when he finds an opportunity for proving 
his theory. He really makes pitifuily poor 
game. 

Even the Bible says that woman must rule 
in the home or if it does not say exactly 
that, Solomon was wise enough to hint it 
pretty broadly. 

A man may think he controls his own des- 
tiny in public life but he does not. It 
really matters much more to him what his 
wife says, than what his fellow workers say. 
I cannot think why women ever wanted the 
vote. They will probably be sorry for it 
one day, when they find that playing cards 
on the table is not half such an interesting 
game as chess. 

All the. great statesmen in history have 
simply been the tools, the channel for some 
woman’s ambition or brains, and the woman 
has a double enjoyment. She knows she is 
controlling all the motives. She knows that 
ii she likes she can make or break a man, 
a ministry or a country, with a single sweep 
of her little white hand. At the same time, 
she has all the satisfaction that the woman’s 
heart can crave, for woman is not born a 
straightforward creature. Give her the 
| chance of playing two games—a man’s bold 
open one or the woman’s instinctively subtle 
intrigue, and by intrigue I mean merely the 
urge for excitement and adventure which 
motivates the dangerously fascinating hero- 
ines of romance, and see what she'll do. 

Women do not need a vote to govern the 
country. I have lived a great deal amongst 
the harems of the East and experience has 
taught me that the European woman and 
American woman especially, has much to 
learn from her secluded sisters. An Egyptian 
Prince was telling me that ministries are 
made, and unmade in the harems, that the 
women exercise a despotic power over the 
destinies of their country. I have often 
|seen it so too,—a man in the highest office, 
whose name can make a hundred people 
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tremble—the hundred, who little realize that 
behind his success, stands a woman. 

I’m the wife of a diplomat, and know al] 
about the part women play in diplomatic 
and political life. Haven’t I seen with my 
own eyes, and time and time again and ep- 
joyed personally the court paid to the 
Lady of He-Who-Must-Be-Humored? Am- 
bitious young secretaries, and attachés look 
for advancement through the good offices of 
the wives of the all-powerful rather than 
by direct approach, and it is always the 
ladies of the diplomatic corps who rule so- 
ciety abroad. 

“The Woman in the Case”—what greater 
compliment to her influence and devastating 
witchery can any female dream of, than to 
be eternally held responsible for every act, 
crime, mistake, or achievement of her man? 
“Beauty draws us by a single hair” sang 
the poet, but that was before the time of 
shingling! I’ve left my hair long. 

I prefer to be a woman because, .as such, 
I can, if I will direct my energies into the 
proper channel, influence all the men I want. 
A woman can influence more men than an 
ancient orator, more men than a general 
commands in his army. There is no limit 
to her power, no limit to her capacity for 
good or evil. She is the mother of her 
sons—supreme office which the Holy Virgin 
did not disdain, but coveted. A wife to her 
husband, muse to the arts, inspiration to the 
world. 

The effect of even one woman consciously 
exercising her power, would be devastating 
to civilizations. Most of them are born with 
it, but unconscious of its possibilities. The 
great figures of history have all been tools 
of women. Not a man has risen above 
mediocrity, not a man has shaken the world 
with his ideas, or charmed the age with his 
art, but that a woman has been the fountain 
from which he drank his inspiration. 

I myself can see how easy it must have 
been and how easy it still can be. I can't 
understand my friends when they complain 
of their “hard lot.” Privileged creatures, 
the thinking women at least, have but to 
sit and let the world move round them. All 
my motives for appreciating my sex are not 
as deep as these! The esthetic pleasure, 
however, of wearing pretty clothes, counts 
for much. Oh, vanity! Who would 
be a man in Paris? Who would deny her 
femininity in a gown shop? Who would 
willingly give up the thousand and one little 
folderols, the silky underclothes, the soit 
caressing furs and all the panoply of woman- 
hood? Not I! 


HAVE never found that being a woman 

has interfered with my ambition in life. 
I have never found it a drawback to 
achievement, but rather a weapon, which 
cleverly used, can bring down the trophies 
of the world. I attribute a good part of 
my success in life to the fact that I am a 
woman. As far as my actual journalistic 
work as Foreign correspondent is concerned, 
I am practically always the only woman on 
the field, and if I do manage to put it over 
the men sometimes, I reckon it is because I 
am a woman, with all a woman’s advantages, 
and privileges. Life is made easy for a 
feminine woman. Would I like to be a 
Man? A thousand times, No! 

Of all the girls that I know, the majority 
are anxious to change their condition. Some 
of my friends are happily married and some 
are not. The ones who are not happily 
married are the ones who want to be men, 
and when I try to probe their reasons it all 
goes back to the same point that men have 
a “much better time.” I’ve never had the 
slightest difficulty in having a “good time,” 
nor in the doing of it have I found it neces- 
sary to incur any rancor or masculine ill will. 
The happy ones are those who realize that 
they have the best that there is in life. 

I can turn men round my finger like 
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wisps of baby ribbon and it’s nothing to 
poast about, for they love to be turned! 


There is only one adult race in the world | 


and that is Woman. Man never grows up. 
He remains an undeveloped dependent child 
to the end of his days, dependent upon kind- 
ness, upon the direction and will of his wom- 
ankind. Men boast that their lot is that of 
freedom and independence ; Woman com- 
plains that hers is bondage and submission. 
What fallacy! There is no freedom save the 
fredom of mind. There is no independence 
save utter self-containedness, and there is 
no possibility of attaining either quality un- 
less the subject is grown up. I always feel 
superior to man in that respect. 
am grown up and I know they never will 
be. My mind is freer to soar, because 
woman is more spiritual and less material 
than man. I am gloriously independent be- 
cause I can darn my own stockings—sew on 
my own buttons—perform a hundred and 
one little rites which confound the ignorance 
of mere man. 

Put a woman on a desert island. Her re- 
sourcefulness will win her through. 
warrant she will even create the latest fash- 
ions out of palm leaves and flowers, while 
a man, in less than a week would become a 
disreputable looking object. I should hate 
to have to shave every day under the ban 
of cultivating a scrubby growth. I don’t 
think it can be a bit nice to be a man. 
Most of them are constitutionally ugly and 
even when they are not, few people trust, 
even though many may think they love, a 
handsome man. 


WOMAN has a thousand more oppor- 
tunities than any man. With gentle- 

ness and a word of graciousness she can 
achieve what no man can. She is not called 
upon to betray her weakness. She is not 
called upon to pit herself in bodily strength 
against one stronger. She wins through, not 
on what she does, but on what she doesn’t 
do. If they only realized it, a woman's 
clever réle is—To Be. Man is naturally an 
aggressive selfish animal. Woman needn’t 
know, or can pretend not to know. A hun- 
dred men in eager vanity will compete to 
give her the benefit of their “wise experience.” 
Their experience is often so immature, and 
often so short-sighted, that the average wom- 
an can only marvel at her God-given instinct. 
I wouldn’t be a man because they are de- 
nied the exquisite emotions enjoyed, or suf- 
fered by us. They love on the major chord 


of tempestuous affection, but to every woman | 


is reserved the heart wringing minor love 
song of all the ages. 

I've read all kinds of curious scientific 
statements that certain animals see forms 
and things veiled from our gaze. I think 
that women are like that. They see, feel, 


think, suffer, enjoy, to a degree unknown to | 


the coarser masculine type. Mentally a 
woman is more alert. Men call it instinct. 
Morally a woman is more sensitive and has 
a classically greater capacity for emotion. 
Everything means more to her. A beautiful 
flower is more beautiful; magnificent scenery 
more magnificent; affection more sweet; ro- 
mance more touching. As a woman I ache 
under the pleasure of being dominated by 
an emotion. I have asked lots of men about 
the matter but they don’t even understand 
what I am trying to say. 

I think that women are more refined. 
Their senses are more acute and the “sixth 
sense” is rarely ever lacking. I can’t think 
of a single man I would change places with. 
Honor and glory may be theirs in a greater 
degree. The world may admire their colossal 
gifts, their marvellous capacities for mechani- 
cal or mathematical understanding but give 
me every time the gentle joys, the secret 
satisfaction, the knowledge of life and death, 
which is the heritage of all women; the con- 
viction of unlimited power, the pride of sex, 
inestimably more precious than what passes 


I know I | 


Vil | 


“I have had my friends say so 
many nice things about my hair, 
and ask me how I managed to 
keep it looking so lovely all the 
time. They just can’t believe me 
when I tell them that I marcel 
it myself, but I do, and it is such 
a simple matter any woman can 
—in a few minutes—have the 
most beautiful marcel imagin- 
able.” —Miss M. J.B. 


Hundreds of Women Know 


UNDREDS of fastidious 

women all over the country 
have made this same wonderful 
discovery. It is a simple matter, 
now, for any woman to have beau- 
tiful hair! 


The new life and lustre that 
comes from healthy hair, the new 
charm that is added by a perfect 
coiffure, has made the new Ready- 
Set Marceller the choice of dis- 
criminating women. 


Regardless of the texture of your 
hair, no matter how dull or life- 
less it may seem, the Ready-Set 
Marceller will transform the hair 
into a series of beautiful waves. 


Don’t Confuse with Ordi- 
nary Waving Devices 


The Ready-Set Marceller must not be 
confused with cloth waving caps—hot 
oil—hot irons or other ordinary home 
waving devices. It is automatic, self-wav- 
ing, self-adjusting. Gives a perfect pro- 
fessional-like wave every time.’ 


For re-setting permanents, for natural 
curly hair or for waving straight hair, the 
Ready-Set will delight you with the most 
beautiful hair dress imaginable. 


Beautiful Hair All the Time 


There is no luck ‘about beautiful hair— 


your hair can be lovely all the time, with 
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Hair 


“Will Look More 


Beautiful 


And there’s a charm 
about beautiful hair 
that few can resist. 


Ih, 


the correct care, if you give it an oppor- 
tunity for natural, healthy growth. De- 
vices that over-heat the scalp, that take 
away the natural oil, that ry out and 
break the hair are destroying the beauty 
of thousands of women today! 


For Discriminating Women 


The Ready-Set Marceller is for women 
who want beautiful hair. 


The secret of the 
Ready-Set is the 
patented 4 
crossbar whic 
automatically 
puts device cor- 
rectly in hair. 


Gives a perfect 
professional -like | 
wave to straight 
hair. 


Try it. See how easy it is tu have a 
perfect, professional-like marcel. Think 
of the time and the money it will save. 
Remember, too, that it cannot injure 
your hair. 


Send No Money 


We invite you to try the Ready-Set at 
our expense. We want you to be thor- 
oughly convinced the Ready-Set will give 
satisfaction. Send in the coupon today 
for your trial Ready-Set Marceller. 


The Ready-Set Marceller Co. 
1017% Grand Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


The Ready-Set Marceller Co., 
1017% Grand Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Please send me your Ready-Set marceller. J 
agree to deposit $2.97 (plus postage) with the 
man upon delivery. 1 am not satisfied wit! 
— in every — I will return outfit within 3 éage 
and you are to refund the purchase price. 

If you prefer you may enclose $3 with this cou- 
pon and we will mail the Ready-Set Marceller to 

| you postpaid at once. | 
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Unwanted Hairs 
Gone Forever! 


You ean easily place this delightfully per- 
fumed balsam on the hairs for a few seconds and 
then remove it, at the same time gently lifting 
out the very roots of hundreds of hairs. An 


all in less than a minute! 
This scientific preparation is not to be 
confused with temporary surface hair O N LY 
removers t is composed of ingredients 
which will PERMANENTLY destroy 
the growth by gently lifting out the 
roots until they cannot return and it is 
absolutely harmless. — 
Formulated by a physician, it is sim- 
le, safe and rapid. It can be used A 
reely on your face, arms, underarms, 
body and limbs. And your skin will take 
on a beautiful complexion. Thousands Pkg. 
of women are using it. Your money 
back if it does not do ali that is claimed. 

Ask at your favorite toilet goods countere= 
The New Art of Destroying Embar rassing Haiz 

If your dealer cannot supply you, mail this coupon today. 


DELFIN, INC., Dept. 451, 

enclose $1.00 for a package o' 
NU-ART and I wilt 
- also send me without charge, as a 
special offer, a large jar of Nu-Art 
Massage Cream, and a six months 


supply of Antiseptic Astringent. 


presto! it’s gone! 


EARN $100 to $250 a WEEK 


pictures that sell 


You can quickly learn to draw 
through remarkable simple home-study method. 
Earn money while learning and secure a well-paying 
position after completing course Good artists are 
always in demand and earn from $100 to $250 a week. 


Write today for free book. No obligation. 


WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART Room 965 E 
1115-15th St., N. W., WASHINGTON, D. C. 


andruff 


Dandruff is as unnecessary as it 


&S is unpleasant. It is the symptom of a 
‘ scalp ailment which requires prompt attention. 
Don't experiment. Write at once to us and re- 
ceive free personal advice and booklet. 
Address Dept. X 
© 604 Fifth Ave. 


SCALP SPECIALISTS New York 


‘CAMERA FREE] 


Your Choice—$100 Professional 
MOTION PICTURE Camera or 
Professional View Camera. 

Be a Motion Picture Cameraman, 
Portrait, News or Commercial Pho- 
tographer. Big money in all branches. 
Hundreds of positions now open pay 

75 to $250 a week or go into bus- 
iness for yourself. Easy, fascinating 
work 

BIG MONEY IN PHOTOGRAPHY 

Learn at home in spare time or in 
our great New York studios. Earn 
while learning 

WRITE FOR FREE BOOK 
Send name and address for new, illustrated book on 
professional photography. Tells how you 
can qualify quickly for high-salaried po- 1) 


sition: how to start your own business; 

how to earn money in spare time. ; 

New York Institute of Photography Dept. 90 j 
10 West 33rd Street, New York, N. Y. 
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| in my mind. 


for the special prerogatives of man. 
I prefer to be a woman and I wouldn’t be 
a man because to my sex belongs the privi- 
lege of construction. Man is a destructive 
creature. Wars, revolutions, murder and 
massacres fall to his lot, or rather he grasps 
them all with both hands. From his brains 
are born the implements of death. His mind 
conceives and seeks the aid of the Franken- 
steinian monster of destruction, where his 
own material interests are involved. Strikes 
and social troubles are all his making. 


HE outstanding masculine figures of his- 

tory have all been geniuses who have 
won their laurels in connection with the de- 
struction of existing regimes. Confounding 
the destructive influence of these classical 
Colossi, stand out the famous feminine per- 
sonalities, espousing the cause of construction 
and progress. Cornelia, the mother whose 
children were more precious than jewels; 
and so through the ages, to the days of 


Florence Nightingale, and Nurse Cavell; to 
the very women who banded themselves to- 
gether in protest the other day against the 
destructive evils of strikes. If I were to be 
reborn a man I should inevitably join the 
ranks of destruction and forfeit the heritage 
of woman. 

I am happy as a woman. Life is not 
without its difficulties or its problems, byt 
I do think that a woman who will, can find 
more compensations for her lot than any 
man. I am grateful to men because they 
smooth my path. I am appreciative of the 
many little services that go to make my 
well-being as a woman. I can’t understand 
anybody wanting to be reborn a man. A 
woman has the world at her feet whether 
as mother, wife or mistress. 

Woman conquers Life by her very knowl- 
edge of it, and her understanding, and 
woman conquers Death by the continuation 
and regeneration of the very essence of her 
being, which lives in. the child she bears. 


HAT is there about a so-called bad woman that attracts good men? After 

you have read my story in June SMart Set you'll be inclined to think I ought 

to know if anyone does, but I'm still honestly unable to say whether or not Men 
Prefer Wicked Women. 


house and Harry had introduced me as 
“Meet the future Mrs. Clemmons, Paul, old 
kid. Rita’s my girl, so save your jack for 
a nice wedding present.” 

“T’ve seen stars out Hollywood way that 
couldn’t stand a chance next to Rita here. 
You sure have good taste,” Paul had said. 
But I hardly paid any attention to them, 
my thoughts were too busy with the one 
person in all the world who mattered to me 
now. 

Duke Harlan was giving all these other 
women the slip. I went over this thought 
I asked Paul lots of ques- 
tions, found out all I could about Duke 
Harlan’s plans and then I worked out my 
scheme. 

The next night I wore my best party 
dress to work. 

I fixed it up with Nellie to slip away 
early. As soon as Duke Harlan came on I 
rushed to the lockers, got into my good 
dress and was out of the theater in a flash. 
I ran towards Sixth Avenue looking for 
a parked car with Paul Clemmons at the 
wheel. When I caught sight of him I 
trembled all over. Though I had worked 
out my plan, rehearsed it over and over in 
my mind, now that it came to actually 
putting it over, I got cold feet. 

What I intended to do was to get in the 
car and be sitting there when Duke Harlan 
came. Then I would pretend to be sur- 
prised, frightened at having gotten into the 


| and 


wrong machine and lost my aunt after the 
theater. He would have to offer to drive 
me home, for I would mention I had no 
money with me. Then I would have those 
precious minutes with him riding up town. 
It would be my one perfect memory for 
the rest of my life, no matter what hap- 
pened to me. Of course in my party dress 
new coat he would think me some 
society girl. My address too—the fashion- 


| able apartment where I lived in the base- 


ment. Oh, I had worked out every de- 
tail, my plan had no flaw; and yet here I 
stood, shivering with fear, afraid to carry 
it out. 

It was a closed car and the street was 


fairly quiet. I could not keep standing 

there much longer. JI was conspicuous. 

Suddenly I regained my courage. Luck was 
112 


I Lost My Head 


[Continued from page 73] 


with me. Paul got out of the car and went 
into the cigar store right on the corner. 
When he came back I was huddled deep 
in the back seat, almost out of sight. I 
had not gotten in a minute too soon; for 
before my heart had stopped its wild beating 
I saw Duke Harlan just outside the car. 
He was giving his orders to Paul. The door 
opened. He was inside. We had started 
before he noticed I was there. 

“Oh, dear!” I gave a little cry as if I 
were frightened. “This is my car, isn’t it?” 

“I think not.” -He spoke politely, but 
without any real friendliness. 

We were speeding up Sixth Avenue. The 
roar of the L over our heads nearly drowned 
out what I said. “I was to meet my aunt 
in her car. There were so many machines 
parked along the street and such a rush. 
Is it possible I’m the one who has made 
the mistake ?” 

I saw that he believed my story, that 
my air of distress had disarmed him. He 
could not possibly suspect that this was a 
plot of mine, only to be with him. I 
suggested that I get out and find a taxi, 
only I had no money with me. 

“I'll be glad to drop you off, wherever 
you live,” he said in a more cordial tone. 
I could hardly hide the exultation that 
swept over me. I was afraid he would hear 
the mad pounding of my heart and that it 
would betray me. I had won, accomplished 
my purpose. I was alone with him, close 
beside him. My coat was brushing against 
him, my sleeve touched his arm. He was 
talking just to me. I was no longer in the 
dull, everyday world of subways and bal- 
cony aisles and payments on clothes and 
Harry Clemmons. I was in a glittering, 
golden heaven. I was in ecstasy, and for 
me life could never be quite so dreary and 
hard again. I was riding up through Central 
Park with Duke Harlan. 


LEANED back, too happy to speak, not 
daring to, for fear my trembling voice 
would give me away. 
“You haven’t told me where you live,” he 
said kindiy. 
I did not want this to end. If it could 
only go on, just a little longer. Now that 
I had done what I had set out to do I was 
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that 
I was 


not satisfied. I wanted more, a deeper 
glimpse into Paradise. I sighed. 

“I’m so disappointed. There was going 
to be a party at a cabaret. If I only knew 
where; but I’m a stranger here.” I had 
to make my story convincing. I saw that 
he had looked at me in the light from the 
passing lamp posts and his manner became 
more kind when he saw my distress. “I’m 
afraid no one will be back home for hours.” 

“I see. You're a trifle lonely and maybe 
hungry too?” I dug my nails into the 
palms of my hands to hold on to myself, 
his smile moved me so. “Well, my dear 
young lady, as a matter of fact I’m sort 
of a stranger in New York too.” I thought 
of those applauding thousands from whom 
he had just come. “And to be quite frank 
I’m hungry and thirsty. I’ve a bad habit 
of eating before I go to bed. Would you 
care to join me in having a bite?” 

“Very much,” I said. 

“Fine. 
gave his orders through the speaking tube 
and the car swerved out through the 
Seventy Second Street entrance to the Park. 


CANNOT describe those next two hours. 

They were too wonderful. The crowded 
restaurant, filled with people who seemed 
to know Duke. Theatrical people, of course. 
He seemed to hate the publicity that dogged 
him and escaped with me to a corner table. 
Here he turned his back on the room and 
devoted himself only to me. 

I had told him my name was Rita and 
where I lived, with that imaginary aunt, and 
that I came from Philadelphia. That was 
safe enough as I had been down to the 
Sesqui and knew a little about it. 

“What a cute kid you are, Rita!” 

I flushed crimson at his praise. That 
flask must have warmed him too, broken 
down his stiffness. He talked on, growing 
more personal, more friendly all the time. 
I did not care about anything in the world 
but him. I would have died for him 
gladly. When he reached across the table 
and took my hand, I nearly fainted with 
happiness. 

He asked me how old I was, how long I 
was staying in New York. His eyes burned 
into mine. “Rita, do you know you're 
lovely? You like me a little too, don’t 
you?” 

He frightened me, but he made me whis- 
per back, “Oh, yes, I like you.” 

“You’re adorable. Listen, honey, you 
don’t know by any chance who I am, do 
you?” 

I shook my head, murmured something 
vague about his reminding me of someone 
I'd seen. 

“You’re so darn sweet and _ unspoiled. 
They broke the mold when you were made, 
Rita. I’ve never met a kid like you, hon- 
estly. With all the others it’s gimme or 
flinging themselves at your head; not be- 
cause they really give a hang about you, 
but—” He was rambling on, refilling his 
glass. “I’m fed up with all of it, the boot- 
licking and the graft, the kowtowing, once 
you're a success. But you, why you don’t 
even know a thing about me. You like me 
just because you do, don’t you, honey?” 

“Yes, that’s right.” And this time I spoke 
the truth. 

He came over and sat beside me on the 
leather seat. Like faces in a blurred mist 
I could see men and women, boys and 
girls, noisy, laughing, eating and drinking. 
A blonde youngster was sitting on a table 
thrumming a uke, while her gang laughed 
and egged her on. How happy they all 
were! But I wasn’t paying much attention 
to them. Duke Harlan had put his arm 
about me and drawn me to him. I was 
trembling with joy. 

“Gee, honey, you’re a pretty little thing! 
Those black eyes of yours say things to me.” 

If I could only tell him all my eyes 


We'll go to Luben’s then.” He | 


They Thought Was Trying 
to be Funny — 


Until I Started to Play — 
Then IGave Them the Surprise of Their Lives 


Harry had just 


T= crowd sat spellbound. 
With mock 


played the violin—beautifully. 
dashes I arose. 

“With your kind permission,” I announced, “I 
shall now charm you with a piano recital.” 

Everyone snickered. They were sure I couldn’t 
play a note. ‘Does he really play?” one girl asked. 

a Phil laughed, ‘‘he plays the Victrola—beau- 
tifully!”” 

With studied clumsiness, I fell over the piano 
stool. Then I proceeded to pick out “Chop Sticks” 
with one finger! The crowd laughed. This was the 
dramatic moment for my surprise. Dropping the 
mask of the clow ny I struck the first sweet chords of 
Ws agner’ s lovely ‘The Evening Star” from ‘“Tann- 
hauser.”’ 

The laughter died on their lips. The magic of my 
music cast a spell over everyone. As I played on 
with complete confidence I forgot the room—the 
a thing. I was alone—lost in the sheer 

eauty of the immortal master’s tender melodies. 


The Thrill of My Life 


When the last notes had faded away, there was a 
roar of applause. Then came questions and con- 
gratulations from my dumbfounded friends—"* How 
long hs ave you been playing?’’— “Ww ho was your 
teac did you learn?’ 

“T know it is hard to believe,” I re plied, “but I 
learned at home—and without a teacher!’ 

Then I told them the whole story. 

“T have always wanted to play the piano. But I 
never had a chance 
to take _ lessons. 
PICK YOUR Then one day I saw 


INSTRUMENT an interesting ad. 
It told about a new, 


Or, Harmony and easy way of learn- 
Violin _ Composition | ing music—right at 
Sight Singing home — without a 
teacher. I sent for 
Mandolin Steel Guitar | the Free Demon- 
i ‘stration Lesson and 
arp Clarinet 

Cornet Flute Booklet. 
Piccolo “When they ar- 
rombone rived, I was amazed 
Voice and Speech Culture 2 . > 
Automatic Finger Control to see how — 
Piano Accordion playing the piano 
really was. de- 


Banjo (5-String, Plectrum and € 
Tenor) cided that I would 
send for the course 


and _- secretly. Then I could surprise 
you all. 


Just a Few Minutes a Day 


“The course was as fascinating as a new game. I 
enjoyed every minute of it. I was playing real 
tunes from the start, by note. Reading music was as 
easy as A-B-C! No weary scales, no monotonous 
exercises, no tiresome hours of practicing. Soon I 
could play Ja22, ballads, classical music—all with 
equal ease.’ 

You, too, can learn to play your favorite instru- 
ment by this easy “at home” method that has 
taught almost half a million people. There’s noth- 
ing marvelous about it. It’s just a common sense 

ractical method—so simple you don’t have to 
oon the slightest thing about music. You find 
your progress amazingly rapid because every step 
is clear and easy to understand. Just pic k out the 
instrument you want to play. The U. 8S. School of 
Music does the rest. And its cost averages just a 
few cents a day! 


Free Book and Demonstration 
Lesson 
Our illustrated free book and free demonstration 
lesson explain all about this remarkable method. 
They prove how anyone can learn to play his favor- 
ite instrument in almost no time. 

If you really want to learn to play—take this op- 
portunity to make your dreams come true. Sign 
po coupon below. Instruments supplied when 

, cash or credit. U. 8S. School of Music, 

4275 > Brunswick Bldg., New York. 


U. S. School of Music, 
4275 Brunswick Bldg., New York City. 

Please send me your free book, ‘‘Music Lessons in 
Your Own Home," with introduction by Dr. Frank 
Crane, Demonstration Lesson and particulars of your 
Special Offer. I am Interested in the following course: 


“Or Full Cash Value $700.00 if Preferred 


I have given away many autos to advertise our business. 
Now | Le give a latest improved model Ford 
freight Ideal 

why not sh 


at once. 
Dept. 1915 


and tax paid. all-year car. Someone wins— 


lve This Puzzle 


There are 7 autos in the picture. By drawing 3 straight lines 
each can be put in a separate garage. 
Mail answer with your name and address for full information. 
Doesn't cost you a penny. 


if you can do it! 


we give 


many 
Send To ay: Prizes and hundreds of dollars 
Nothing hard to do—all can share in prizes and cash. 
of a tie prizes will be duplicated. Try for the Sedan and bring 
your loved-ones Vt joys only a i 


In case 
Mail answer 


323 So. Peoria St. Chicago, t1. 


aH 
4 on 
Have you ie instrument? 
Address 
GENULNE S-PASSENGER 
his 
Ford Sedan Given 
| 
Money Today 
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“7 Want 


Extra Beauty’’ 


Please ask me for it 
By Edna Wallace Hopper 


Is there a girl who reads this who doesn’t want added 
beauty? Or an older woman who doesn't crave new youth? 
If not, let me send you at my cost the best helps I 
have found in 40 years of searching. They made me 
a famous beauty, they have kept my youth. I owe 


ail I am to the great French scientists who perfected 
these matchless helps. 
roday I offer to send you—free—a sample of my 
Youth Cream. Also my Beauty Book. This to present to 
ill womankind the best helps science brought to me. 
ly Youth Cream is no ordinary cream. t com- 


bines some of the best helps I have found in all my 


searching, Two of them are products of lemon and 
strawberry. But other great helps are embodied 

‘Youth Cream comes to you in two types, exactly 
as I use them. Cold cream and vanishing. One is 
for night, one for day. Never is my face-skin left 


an hour without them. And my complexion, envied 


by millions, shows you one of the results 


Let me send you a sample tube. Watch the de- 
lightful results. Then any toilet counter will supply 
it—Edna Wallace Hopper’s Youth Cream. You need 


Clip coupon now, and let it bring 


never go without. 
cream can accomplish, You 


you the utmost a face 


will be surprised 
H-5-88 
For Free Tube 
of Youth Cream mail this today to Edna Wallace 
Hopper, 536 Lake Shore Drive, Chicago. 
TT 


Reflects Health 
Health is Strength 


BOTH MEN AND WOMEN 
Heed the Principles of Nature 


The health-giving properties of the Kola Nut, from which 


first discovered by the natives 
vegetable product 


Kola Astier is derived, were 
of darkest Africa Absolutely harmless 


and non-habit forming, Kola Astier is extensively used to- 
day to increase strength and endurance, build resistance 
to fatigue and overwork; and to restore vitality after severe 
cases of 

Grippe Influenza Bronchitis Malaria 

Pneumonia Anemia Typhoid etc. ete. 
The dynamic men and women of Latin countries, known 
the world over for their remarkable health and beauty, 
have been using Kola Astier for years to keep physically 


fit Also used by athletes to increase energy in all. tests 
of endurance: 

Boxing Running Rowing 
Wrestling Swimming Cycling Baseball 
If you are weak, run-down and ailing, Kola Astier is nature's 

own remedy to restore vitality and strength. 
If you are overworked, tir d and listless, Kola Astier works 
wonders in overcoming fatigue and restoring you to vigor- 


ous health. 
FRE Interesting booklet “More Precious Than Ru- 
bies" and Guaranteed Trial Offer Write at once! 


Gallia Laboratories, Inc. 
Dept. 205, 332 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 


wanted to say, how long, how deeply I had 
loved him. But if he knew the truth he 
would leave me. I was sure of that. 

“Listen, kid,” he whispered, holding me 
close, “life’s so darn short, why spend it 
denying ourselves the good things that come 
our way? The things we want. You under- 
stand me, don’t you? I can see it in those 
eyes of yours. That’s what made me ask 
you not to go home in the first place. Let’s 
{get out of this rowdy dump and go some 
| place where it’s quiet and we can talk. A 
friend of mine’s let me have his studio 
| while I’m in town. It’s a peach of a place, 
near the Park. Will you come?” 


DID not need to answer him. He could 
see that I would go, from the way the 
hot color rushed up into my cheeks. 

He paid the check and we started for 
the door. When I had come in I had 
pulled my coat collar way up about my 
| face so that Paul Clemmons would not see 
or recognize me; but now as I came out 
I was in such a daze of joy I had forgotten 
all about Harry’s brother. When it was 
too late I saw that he had recognized me, 
fairly gaped when he saw Duke Harlan 
help me into the car. 

“The Studio,” he called out. 

The car started off, rather slowly, I 
thought. I was not very clear in my mind 
las to what was going to happen. All I 
pox or cared was that I was with Duke 
Harlan—that his arms were hard about 
| me, that he was half asleep, with his head 
against my shoulder. I closed my eyes and 
|held him close. This could not be true. 
| It was a dream. I would wake up soon 
| and find it had not happened at all. Once 
| he mumbled, “Your aunt, kid? What about 
|her?” He did not even listen to what I 
said in reply, but drifted off again into a 
doze. How handsome he was! At last 
|my fingers touched that crisp, wavy hair 
I had loved so long. I caressed his cheek, 
his neck. I held him close. 

I heard him say, “You love me. 


I can 


feel it. You’re coming to the Studio with 
| me, Rita? You want to come?” 
‘Yes, yes,’ I whispered. “I do. I do.” 


| I did not know or care what I was saying. 
| I had forgotten everything I had ever been 
taught, everything about right and wrong. 
All I knew was that I was with him. Did 
anything else matter? 

“Gee, you’re a sweet kid!” he said. 

The car had stopped abruptly. I had 
not paid any attention to where we were 
going; but suddenly Paul Clemmons was 
there holding open the door of the car. His 
hand reached in and he fairly jerked me out 
onto the sidewalk. “Get in the house there 


where you belong,” he said in a low, harsh 
voice. “Harlan’s pi-eyed and you're no 
better. I guess you've forgotten you’re my 


brother’s girl.” 

With that he was back on the driver’s 
seat, the door of the car siammed shut and 
|the machine drove off. I swayed dizzily, 
|too surprised to make a sound, and when 
| I looked around I saw I was right in front 
|of my own apartment. 
| At first I was wild with rage at Paul 
|Clemmons for daring to butt in like that 
lin my affairs; but after a few minutes I 
| began to think of Harry and I was scared. 
Suppose Paul told. I slipped quietly down 
|to my place and into bed, but I could not 
|get to sleep. I kept thinking over all that 
| had happened that night, and then I began 
to be kind of glad Paul had not let me 
go to that Studio 

The next day I was in a kind of daze, 
so much so that my mother asked me if 
I was feeling well. “You didn’t come home 
with Harry last night, like always,” she 
said. “He was so angry. He walk up and 
down in his room. We hear him, your papa 
and me. I tell you, Rita, you better marry 


him, before you lose him.” 
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If only I could have told things to my 
mother; but I knew she would not under- 
stand, that she would be horrified and pray 
for me, that was all. I had no one else | 
could go to. Nina and Marie were too 
young. I went off to work, and as the 
hours passed and I saw Duke Harlan on 
the stage, all the madness of the night be- 
fore, which I had been trying to fight down, 
swept over me again. I loved him so. [ 
could not do without him. Could he do 
without me? Did he want me, miss me, 
wonder where I had gone? I sent a note 
to him back stage. 

“If you want to see me again tonight 
meet me in the lobby of the Astor at eleven, 
If you are not there, that will be all.” | 
signed it “Rita.” 

I could hardly hold on to myself through 
those long hours till closing time. Would 
he come? Would he be there? If he was 
not, what should I do? How could I bear 
it? Would he know who the note was 
from? He knew so many women. Per- 
haps I should have made things more clear. 

But he was there. When I saw him my 
legs nearly gave way under me and I leaned 
against the wall. 

“What happened to you last night, kid? 
Why did you beat it? Scared, were you?” 

“T thought I’d better go home.” 


“Maybe you were right.” He looked 
down into my eyes. “Do you think you 
were ?” 

I knew I blushed. “I don’t know,” I 
whispered. 


He took my arm and lead me to the 
door. A panic seized me. Paul Clemmons 
must. not see me with Duke again. “Let’s 
take a taxi,” I said. “I don’t want your 
chauffeur to see me too often.” 

“Righto. Some wise little baby, aren't 
you?” He gave me a keen look and we 
went through the lobby and out the Forty. 


fifth Street side. In the taxi he said, “You 
know, you've got me going, Rita. I can't 
quite make you out. Now tell me some- 


thing about yourself.” 

I shivered a little. “No. Let’s just be 
ourselves. The rest doesn’t matter.” 

“That suits me too, honey. The hour is 
enough. You're a pagan too, then?” and 
he kissed me. 

The studio was a large, high vaulted 
room, with a big sloping window. There 
was a fire burning and he made me take 
off my coat and curl up in a corner while 
he mixed cocktails in a shaker. I waited 
impatiently till he had finished. 

“Swallow that, my little black-eyed gypsy. 
You don’t know how much I like you. I 
almost wish I didn’t like you quite so 
much.” He tuned in the big radio and 
kicked back the rug. “Let’s dance. What 
do you say? That drink. How was it? 
Pretty good? But you won't feel any kick 
till you’ve had a couple. Come on now, 
Rita, to our better friendship!” 


HAD to drink that toast. We danced 

after that and it was like being in 
heaven, floating there in Duke’s arms, but 
presently he turned off the radio and I 
found myself back in my corner. 

“I’m no rotter. Women don’t get me 
as a rule,” Duke said. “But you, what is 
it about you? You rouse a kind of devil 
in me, and yet I am sorry for you. I want 
to let you go; but I want to keep vou 


too. 

“What’ll I do?” His hands hurt me as 
they gripped my arm. “I’m almost sorry 
I met you. I guess it wasn’t a good day for 
you when you made that mistake and got 
into my car last night.” 

I felt I had to tell him the truth. “It 
wasn’t a mistake. I knew it was your car. 
I went there on purpose.” 

A sort of ugly look came into his eyes. 
“You knew who I was all along then?” 

“How else could I have sent you a note?” 
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“Well, if 
I hand it to you, kid, 
you put it over on me.’ 

Then I heard his voice close to my ear, 


He burst out into a loud laugh. 
that don’t beat all. 


low and hurried. “I guess you’re a pretty 
wise kid, and know what you're about all 
right; but remember, I don’t ever intend 
or want to marry you. You understand 
that ?” 

His words roused me from the dream of 
happiness in which I was sinking. The 
look in my eyes as he said that must have 
touched something in him, for he said, “You 
see Rita, I’m Duke Harlan. I'm in pictures. 
It would hurt my prestige and kill my 
popularity on the screen if I married; even 
if I wanted to.” 


HE fire was burning low and the room 
was lighted by its dull red glow. I closed 
my eyes dreamily but the sound of the 
door bell ringing brought me back to this 
world. Duke swore softly to himself. “Who 
the devil can that be? People use this 
- as a kind of a night club. Drop in 
all hours. Stay here, honey, I'll get rid 
“ whoever it is.’ 

Then I heard 
angry. “You're crazy. 
I heard Duke say. 

“I tell you she’s here, you rotten cad! 
She’s here and I know it. Get out of my 
way or I'll knock your block off. You tried 
to get her here last night too.” 

There was something horribly familiar 
about that voice. I rushed to the curtains 
and peeped through. There before me, fac- 
ing Duke, his face livid with rage was Harry 
Clemmons. I nearly screamed. And then 
I saw that Harry had a pistol in his hand, 
that same one I had seen him polishing so 
often. He raised it till it was on a level 
with Duke’s heart. 

“['m going to kill you on account of 
last night, you—” 

I could see Duke’s face go very white. 
“So she told you, did she? What is this, 
a frame up? What’s your game, black- 
mail ?” 

“ll show you what it is. In just one 
more minute I’m going to let some living 


men’s voices, loud and 
There's no girl here,” 


daylight into those black guts of yours.” 
Harry’s face was like a madman’s. Some- 
thing seemed to snap inside me. I knew 


Harry was going to shoot Duke and I had 
only one idea, to save him. I threw myself 
in front of Duke at the sharp report of 
the pistol. There was the smell of powder, 
smoke, a gray, whirling blindness and a 
pain that bit through the faintness. I called 
out Duke’s name as I felt myself slipping 
to the floor. I had been shot. There was 
blood on my hands, where they clutched 
at my breast; but above the agony, above 
the numbing, cold red mist that came over 
me was the thought that I had saved Duke 
Harlan. 

When I regained consciousness I was in 
a hospital. There was a screen about my 
narrow white cot, cutting it off from the 
rest of the ward. I heard a doctor say to 
the white capped nurse. “It’s touch and 
go. Her youth’s in her favor. We may be 
able to pull her through.” 

Slowly, slowly I crawled back to life. 
After a day or so some roses came, red 
roses. There was no card with them, but 
I was sure they must come from Duke 
Harlan. Those roses helped me get better, 
but I wondered why he did not write, or 
come to see me. I tried to be contented 
with those flowers that came regularly every 
other day. Duke was so busy, so hounded 
by publicity. Probably he did not want 


to drag my name into any sort of scandal. 

I almost forgave Harry Clemmons for | 
what he had done. My 
that he was nearly crazy with grief when 
that bullet had struck me. He had been 
arrested; but in some way the case had 
been hushed up and Harry discharged. The 
movie actor could not afford to get mixed 
up in such a case. And then I learned two 
weeks later that the day after my accident 
Duke Harlan had beat it straight back to 
Hollywood, so as not to be involved. My 
mother was furious at him. To her he was 
entirely to blame for all that had happened. 

Then those roses could not have been 
from Duke Harlan. He had gone off, not 
caring if I lived or died. In all those days 
of suffering there had been not a word 
from him. It had been the thought that 
the flowers were a wordless message that 
had given me the courage to go on living; 
but now, what was there to go on for? 

In my grief and bitterness I could see it 
all. He thought it was a blackmail game 
and hated me. At first I felt I ought to 
write to him and try to explain; but some 
instinct warned me that I meant nothing to 
Duke Harlan, that to him I was just one of 
many such episodes. He might not even 
remember my name. 


After I was discharged from the hospital | 
so good | 


I went home. Everyone had been 
to me. There was a bunch of red roses in 
my room. 

“Harry brought them for you, Rita,” my 
mother told me. 


O HARRY had been the one who had 

sent me those flowers. Harry's roses had 
brought me back. When I saw him my 
heart was touched. He seemed years older, 
drawn and haggard. He sank down on his 
knees before me and I saw him shake with 
sobs, as he buried his face in my lap. Suffer- 
ing had taught me pity and understanding. 

“T never will blame you, Rita,” he said 
later, “You were too young to realize what 
you were doing and that rotten beast tried 
to take advantage of it. He was wise to 
clear out of New York when he did, and 
it’ll be many a day before he'll dare come 
back again. But it jolted me up too. It 
made me sick of being just a doorman. I 
wanted to do more for you, Rita, be able 
to get you the things you like, silk stock- 
ings and fur coats and the rest of it. I 
looked up my old overseas Captain and he’s 
got me a real job selling tractors. There’s 
money in it, and I’m making good already; 
so that maybe, later on, we can get married 
after all.” 

You can guess the rest. I am going to 
marry Harry Clemmons. I have grown to 
care for him. Maybe it is not the wild sort 
of feeling I had for Duke Harlan; but it is 
sound and true and real and will last. 

I never go to see a Duke Harlan picture, 
for I want to forget all that. Even now it 
is almost as if it had happened to some one 
else, not to me. In last night’s paper there 
was a picture of Duke Harlan and the re- 
port of his engagement to some new lead- 
ing lady. It did not bother me at all. I 
have burned all the pictures of him and the 
clippings that I had collected. Instead I 
have a photograph of Harry in his uniform 
on my bureau. I like to look at it. It 
gives me a safe, wholesome feeling of quiet 
content. I have had my wild romance and 
cannot help feel that, though it brought me 
misery and pain, I am the better for it. 
Because of my experience with Duke Harlan 
I will make Harry a better wife, and make 
my marriage a real success. 


if S THERE ever any excuse for a wife who demands so much of her husband 

that he has to earn more and more and more to keep her satisfied? Before you say 

““No” so emphatically read my story in June SMart Set and perhaps you'll agree 
that I'm justified im being “A Gold-digger Wife.” 
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mother told me | 


Sena me full sized bottle of 
also yourf ree illustrated Instruction Chart of latest wav- 
i 
$1.50, plus few cents’ postage. 
days’ trial, I will return Prettylox and you will at once re- 
fund my money. 


St. Address...... 


4 
Prettylox 
Waves any Hair 


By LUCILLE YOUNG 
A clear, non-greasy liquid. .PRETTYLOX. 


With it you moisten the hair. Then, marvel 
of marvels, you can do with your hair 
absolutely what you want. 

There isn’t a thing like Prettylox that you 
have ever tried. I know that, because I have 
tested every liquid waver on the market. 
My laboratory worked months to discover 
a liquid that would really wave hair—and 
Prettylox is the result. 

The Fashionable, Lovely Finger Wave 
Moisten your hair with Prettylox, press in the wave 
with your fingers exactly where and how you want 
it, and there it is. As simple as that. A few minutes, 
and the wave stays from one shampoo to the next. 
Dispense entirely with hair dressers; the wave you 
give yourself will be perfect. If you prefe ruse combs 
—instead of fingers. Prettylox will set the wave 
with amazing permanency. 

Save Your Weekly Hairdressing Cost 

— and Your Time 
A dollar, two dollars, three dollars weekly—what- 
ever you spend now in beauty shops—can be saved, 
besides time. Too, your hair willactually look better, 
be always in perfect wave, be healthier because you 
need never toucha hotiron toit. Prettylox is good 
for the hair, giving it a wonderful sheen. Even 


| dullest hair grows bright and beautiful. 


For Hair Permanently Waved 


Prettylox is a joy to the woman who has had a 
permanent wave. Instantly the kinky, ‘‘frizzy”’ 
fault is corrected—replaced by smooth beautiful 
waves, set deeply and with unheard of resistance to 
dampness and wetting. 
$25 Set of Style and Instruction 
Charts — Free 
I give you, entirely free, illustrated instructions 
that are actually in advance of the styles and 
methods for which hair dressing schools charge $25. 
In fact fashionable beauty shops are right now 
using my methods. So simple that you merely have 
to look at the pictures to give yourself a perfect 
wave immediately. Nothing to study. 
I Guarantee Your Joyful, Overwhelming 
Satisfaction with Prettylox 
You may try Prettylox at my risk. If you are not 
wildly enthusiastic about it, if it isn’t the most 
joyful experience you ever had, return it to me and 
I will refund your money cheerfully, promptly and 


without comment. y 


JUST MAIL COUPON — NO MONEY 


YOUN 


P206 Lucille =. Bldg... Chicago, Ill. 
rettylox (3 months’ supply); 


When package arrives, I will deposit with postman 
If not delighted after ten 
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A Music Professor 
and the Harmonica 


“Inspiring people to play a musical in- 
strument means laying the foundation 
for much happiness and contentment” 
says Peter W. Dykema, Professor of 
Music Education at Columbia Univer- 
sity. “‘No instrument is better adapted 
to universal use than the Harmonica. 
May the time soon come when every- 
one will feel it is an important part of 
his equipment.” 

This learned professor, who has taught 
thousands of studentsthe way to happiness 
through music, knows that the Harmonica 
is one instrument which anyonemay easily 
learn to play. And millions of people the 
world over know that to play the Hohner 
Harmonica is a source of happiness and 
satisfaction. 


Get a Hohner Harmonica today and ask for 
the Free Instruction Book. If your dealer is 
out of copies write: M. Hohner, Inc., Dept. 
240, 114 East 16th Street, New York City, 


ized Diploma- Money Back Guarantee. 
GET F 


N 
REE BC 50K. 
ntalSvstem of Beauty Culture 
Deot. 445, 1548 Belmont Ave., Chicago- 
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New Shampoo 
for Blondes only! 


Keeps Hair Light — Lustrous — 
Lovely; Brightens Faded 
Blonde Hair 


N° more dull, darkened, 

streaky blonde hair! 

Blondex, the wonderful 
new special shampoo for 
blondes only, keeps light 
hair from darkening — 
brings back bright golden 
color and youthful brilli- 
ance to faded, discolored 
blonde hair. Not a dye. 
No harmful chemicals. 
Fine for children’s hair. 
Leaves hair soft, fluffy 
and delightfully silky. 
Nearly a million users. 
Why not try Blondex? 
Sold at all good drug and 
department stores, or a 
generous trial package 
will be sent you FREE 
if you write to Swedish 
Shampoo Laboratories, 
Dept. 35, 303 Fourth Avenue, New York City. 


Only a Cigarette Girl 


[Continued from page 77] 


face and voice suddenly hardening. Terror 
swept over me. My heart sank down and 
down as he went on: “Surf Island is Steven 
Wainwright’s camp.” 

“Wainwright, Wainwright! That is the 
name Gomez found out. Si, si, you are 


Wainwright. You keep my sister on——” 
“You lie. I am not Wainwright. I am 
Schuyler Briggs,” snapped Schuyler, his 


words like so many rifle shots. 

Pedro’s hand flashed to his knife. There 
was a look of murder in his blazing eyes. 
“You call me liar. I'll kill you is 

But I sprang between them. Pedro stop- 
ped his mad rush for a moment, his knife 
brandished over his head. I took advantage 
of this moment: “This gentleman is Mr. 


Briggs.” 
“Did you spend a night with Wainwright 
on Surf Island, Nunciata?” demanded 


Schuyler, ignoring Pedro and his upraised 
knife. 


- ES, but I can explain,’ I answered. 
My voice faltered at the terrible look 
that came swiftly upon his face. 

“That’s explanation enough!” he said in 
a voice that told me what had happened in 
his heart. 

“What is this? He is not Wainwright?” 
insisted Pedro, advancing again. 

“No,” I said, shaking my head. 

“You'll find Wainwright on that white 
yacht, El Bandelero, off our starboard. His 
‘owner’s aboard’ flag is up,” said Schuyler. 
His words were whip lashes across my face. 

Dazedly I glanced beyond the starboard 
bow. I saw El Bandelero. So did Pedro. 
He narrowed his black eyes and curled his 
lips. Gripping the knife at his waist he 
said. “Then I go get him,” and he ran 
down the ladder with a horrible Spanish 
oath. 

Schuyler and I faced each other for a 
moment. I should have known by the cold 
lights peering out of his eyes and the set 
ot his jaw that appealing to him would be 
futile. He gave the impression of a man 
turned to stone, but, I was desperate with 
the fear that Pedro would kill a man who 
had not really harmed me the way my 
brother believed he had. 

“Perhaps you think you’ve got a right to 
believe the worst about me now. But, you 
haven’t. I swear it! Ill prove it if only 
you'll give me a chance. Please, won’t vou 
stop Pedro before it’s too late. He may kill 
Stephen Wainwright!” 

“You want me to save your lover, eh? 
Well, I hope to God Pedro kills him——” 

“Santa Maria! It is not that! But, 
Pedro must not be a murderer. He must 
not,” I screamed, feeling faint at the very 
idea. “Steven Wainwright has not wronged 
me. It would be horrible for my brother 
to kill an innocent man!” 

“Then you’d better stop him yourself,” 


| Schuyler said. 


“Dios Mio!” I sobbed, knowing Steven 
Wainwright’s life was in my hands, and 
knowing, too, that my effort to save him 
would only damn me in Schuyler Brigg’s 
heart. 

Pedro was shoving off in his rowboat for 
El Bandelero. Without a moment’s hesita- 
tion I dashed down the ladder. Making a 
leap for the little boat I missed it, and 
splashed into Biscayne Bay. 

Climbing out of the water upon the ladder 
platform I took another rowboat made fast 
there and pulled away in pursuit of Pedro. 
He had a headway of at least twenty yards, 
and being stronger than I and an expert 
oarsman he rapidly increased his lead. But, 
I stuck to my oars, driven to desperation at 
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the thought that he would do Wainwright 
some terrible harm unless I stop him. 

I tried to speed up my strokes. With each 
efiort my arms felt as if they were being 
pulled from their sockets. The physical 
strain became almost unbearable torture. 
Perhaps if my heart had been high and 
brave then I might have forced my ex- 
hausted muscles into a last bursting effort. 
But Schuyler’s denunciation had fallen upon 
me like so many ruthless blows, breaking 
my heart, bowing my spirit, and sucking 
away all courage. 

The oars slipped from my burning hands 
time and time again. I could barely make 
the boat move and Pedro, Madre de Dios! 
He was running up El Bandelero’s ladder 
two steps at a time. 

I shouted, hoping to attract somebody's 
attention aboard the Wainwright yacht. At 
the sound of my voice Pedro turned and 
brandished his knife at me. The sinking 
sun struck it, and the glitter of the blade 
blinded me for a moment. When I recov- 
ered my sight I saw two men in white sailor 
toegs rushing down the deck upon my 
brother. 

“He’s going to kill Mr. Wainwright! Stop 
him! Hold him!” I screamed, bending over 
the oars again. 

My eyes suddenly filled with a blurry 
vision of Pedro and the sailors clashing. I 
dared not keep my glances upon them. But, 
the sound of a voice forced my eyes to El 
Bandelero’s deck. Steven Wainwright, 
towering like a giant above the struggling 
men, was taking a hand! 

My boat banged into the yacht and with- 
out waiting to make it fast I ran up the 
ladder. 

When I reached the deck the fighters had 
separated. Pedro was lying on the deck, his 
knife beside him. His shirt front was rapidly 
turning red. A sailor bent over him with 
an upraised dagger. Steven Wainwright was 
reaching out to ward off the blow. The 
other sailor was holding a crimson right 
hand. 

I darted at the sailor whose knife menaced 
my prostrate brother. After all Pedro was 
my own flesh and blood. I could not see 
him knifed to death before my face! 

But I would have been too late to save 
him. It was Steven Wainwright who caught 
the infuriated sailor, and flung him back- 
wards against the railing. 

Girls of violent natures like my own are 
braver before the sight of blood than most 
of their sex. Pedro’s condition did not make 
me feel faint, or ill. I bent over him quickly 
and tore away his reddening shirt. The 
wound was ugly but not deep nor serious. 
I told Wainwright to get some bandages. 


EDRO raised up at the sound of my 

voice. A curse came from his lips. He 
tried to strike me. “You’re the cause of all 
this. I’ll kill you for it.” 

But his strength had been sucked away 
with the loss of blood, and he fell back 
upon the deck raving and cursing. 

“Go into the salon, Nunciata. I'll fix him 
up and shoot him ashore to a hospital at 
once. He needs stitching,” said Steven 
Wainwright. 

Realizing it would be best to get out of 
Pedro’s sight I obeyed. In the salon I stood 
and looked across at a white ship that 
seemed to be turning black before my gaze. 
Only a short time before that yacht Des- 
monda had been the ship of my dreams. No 
longer was it a dream ship. Now it was a 
ship of black and bitter despair. 

Vaguely, I saw people moving about the 
Desmonda’s deck. One of them was Schuy- 
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ler Briggs. He was probably cursing and 
damning me as men have always cursed and 
damned the women they think have deceived 
them in love. 

A wave of desperation swept over me. 
Life as it had turned out for me, was like 
some sneering, mocking thing that had cun- 
ningly and cruelly baited me with golden 
promises, then trapped me in ugly realities. 
My home was closed to me. People were 
gossiping about me behind my back. Schuy- 
ler Briggs had lost faith in me. There was 
no one to whom I could turn in my hour 
of greatest need. 

I began to sob. Almost at the same mo- 
ment Steven Wainwright came upon me. 

“I’ve sent him to a hospital, Nunciata! 
Why! you're crying,” he exclaimed. “I’m 
so sorry. Isn’t there something I can do. 
I'm not asking for any explanation of what’s 
happened, dear. I only want to help you.” 

“Everything’s ruined. I just want to die.” 


E TOOK me in his arms before I could 

protest, or escape. “Nunciata,”’ he said, 
“You are not one to speak of Death. You 
are all of Life, and Life waits for you, for 
us in those islands I told you about. Think, 
Nunciata, of what is there for you, and for 
me in those lovers’ hiding places of the far 
Eastern seas. There is beauty, forgetfulness 
of all that is ugly, peace. We can begin 
again for we will have left all the world be- 
hind us. 

“Oh! Nunciata, come with me now. We 
need not wait an hour. El Bandelero is 
ready. Please, say you'll come with me.” 

It was not so much his words, or his 
promises that tempted me then. Deep in my 
broken heart I knew that no matter if I 
went to the ends of the earth I could never 
find surcease from the agonizing fact that 
I had lost the one beautiful chance of ro- 
mance Life had sent me, and would never 
send again. Neither Stephen Wainwright, 
nor any ot’ <r man could ever make me 
forget Schuyler Briggs and the dreams he 
had fashioned in my heart only to smash 
them into bits. 

My temptation came solely from the 
thought of the barren, bitter years that 
stretched ahead. I knew I could never en- 
dure them in Miami where all things would 
be memories. I would have to go away. 
But how could I? I had no money, no 
friends to ask for help. 

“Will you start right now?” I faltered, 
afraid my nerve would fail me if we did not 
go at once. 

“We'll be under way in half an hour. I 
won’t even wait for the sailor I sent ashore 
with your brother,” he answered. He led 
me down a corridor. 

“Here, Nunciata, this is the room I fixed 
up, hoping you’d change your mind. You'll 
find the closet filled with clothes I bought 
today in the event you went with me.” 

He led me into the room as if I were 
blind, and truly I was for I could only 
grope my way uncertainly to the bed, and 
slump across it. He stood over me for a 
moment, and I shuddered at the look in the 
black eyes that had once cast such a spell 
over me. Seeing me shuddering, he stooped 
to kiss me. 

“Nunciata, I am going to make you love 
me. For I shall give you the happiness 
you have so vainly sought,” he said and 
went out of the room. 

I lay unmoved on the bed. During those 
awful moments I felt incapable of every- 
thing except suffering. I could not see the 
luxurious furniture; every bit of space was 
filled with a thousand visions of a sneering, 
condemning Schuyler Briggs. I covered my 
eyes to shut out these visions. 

Suddenly I heard a thrumming sound. I 
understood. El Bandelero’s engines were 
coming into life! The thrumming of those 
engines magically became a Great Voice 
speaking through my soul, a Voice that was 


like God forbidding the mad thing I had de- 
cided to do. 

I staggered to my feet, in obedience to 
that Voice. Rushing to the door I deter- 
mined to open it and flee from El Bandelero 
and Wainwright before it was too late. 

A violent twist of the knob failed to 
open the door. Seized by a swiftly rising 
suspicion, I tried again. But, without suc- 
cess. I was locked in. Wainwright would 
never let me go willingly. He meant to keep 
me at any cost. That was the answer to the 
locked door. I must find my own means of 
escape. 

The window! It offered the only possible 
means of escape. It was unlocked. The 
Bay, black and murmurous in the deepening 
shadows, lay five feet or more beneath the 
sill. A second look and I made my decision. 
Better the Bay than what was in store for 
me aboard El Bandelero. A leap would be 
the only way. 

I took off my things and in the closet 
that Wainwright had filled with beautiful 
clothes, I found a maroon swimming suit. 
Pulling on the swimming togs I went back 
to the window, and climbing through let 
myself splash overboard as softly as possible. 

For a mad moment, as the waters swirled 
about me, I thought of sinking down and 
down to a death that might prove kinder 
than life. But, even hopeless love such as I 
still bore toward Schuyler Briggs, is stronger 
than all other things. It was strong enough 
to drive away the desire for death, and 
send me swimming toward the Desmonda 
whose lights were gleaming through the 
tropic night like vari-colored jewels. The 
decks echoed with voices, and gay music. 

I swam on until I was under the lee of 
the yacht’s hull. Grasping a rudder chain 
I clung to it. Suddenly it seemed as if 
Schuyler Briggs were speaking, right over 
me in a reckless sort of voice. 

“Have ’nother drink, Jack, old top. Feel 
like getting good and tight myself t’night. 
Here we go!” 

“Mighty potent, Schuyler,” answered a 
man’s voice. 

“Tl say, and from now on they’re all 
going to be potent to me. I’m beginning to 
see I’ve been all wrong about things. 
Imagine my never letting go like you fel- 
lows, and kicking the traces over.” 


“yymts struck you, old man? Hada 
fight with some woman?” 

I strained my ears to catch his reply. 

“Woman? Bah! There’s not one really 
worth fighting with, or for. Steven Wain- 
wright’s got the right dope. He plays ’em 
for what he can get out of ’em.” 

“Right-o! Guess you heard about his 
latest affair . . . Sort of got him in wrong 
with some people. It was a little nervy 
running off from his guests last night with 
a cigarette girl, and fetching up on his is- 
land. But, she was some girl. I’ve seen 
her about the Conquestador.” 

“Heard all about it just now from Evelyn 


Vanderpool. Wainwright was a little brazen 
but, he’ll get away with it. Damn him, any- 
way.” 


My hold on the rudder chain loosened. 
It’s a wonder I didn’t drown, but such a 
Fate was not written down for me. I was 
destined to live, and suffer the torture of a 
broken heart, and smashed dreams. I 
grabbed the chain again and hung on think- 
ing bitterly of everything that had happened 
to cheat Schuyler and me of the happiness 
we had hoped for and I bitterly berated 
myself as the one to blame for everything. 
I had been blinded by false glitter, and lured 
by yearnings that I should have conquered. 

I managed to cling to the chain until 
everybody aboard the Desmonda was at 
dinner. Then I sneaked up the port ladder, 
and made my way to a room whose door 
was partially open. I found some clothes, 
and got into them very hurriedly. 

Music and voices from the dining salon 
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Actual camera close-ups. Vivid, new 
Studio poses. Beautiful California 
models. Titles include “Dolores,” 
“Garden of Allah,” “Maid of Athens,” 


“Incense,”“Cleo and Erato,” “Pan’s 
Sweetheart,” “Lorelei” and others. 29 
separate full-page pictures, each onea 
complete study in human anatomy, 
details sharp and clear. A book of in- 
spirations for the artist, the amateur 
photographer, the student of anatom 
or the p7hsical culturist. No art col- 
le&tion complete without it. Size 7x10 
inches. 29 full pages, glossy, highly 
finished stock, cual in distinctive 
red leatherette. Special offer while this 
edition lasts—-$1.00 complete. Ship- 
ping charges prepaid. Fillout coupon. 
attach $1 bill, check,stamps or money- 
order and MAIL NOW! 


CALTA STUDIOS, IS 


106 Seventh Street, San Francisco, Cal. 
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Sister Susie and 
the Steno Job 


She finished High School—with honors! 
Then business college gave her a “train- 
ing” in six months and she started out to 
beat typewriters for a living. 


Fine! But Susie was temperamental. Grinding drudg- 
ery might do for the type of girl whose ONLY aim 
is an early marriage. For Susie it was killing. So 
Sister Susie “took up the Saxophone.” 
Now Susie was just an average girl. You could 
never call her gifted or talented. But within a week 
she was playing tunes and in six months she could 
handle her Saxophone like a veteran. 
Then things happened. First, a little club orches- 
tra. Next, a local sextette. Then,some “home town” 
entertainment; — a sharp-eyed scout from a well- 
known booking office—a_contract—and little 
Miss Susie hit the “big time”’ vaudeville, rn 
down as much cash weekly as the salaries of half 
a dozen stenographers. 

YOU Might Be a Star, Too 
Any girl who can hum a tune can learn to play a 
Buescher. And once you've mastered this most 
beautiful of all instruments the stage door is open 
to you. Good pay; travel; fun. That's the life. 


True Tone —Assures Success 
But on/y with a Buescher is rapid progress assured. 
Buescher patented features make blowing and fing- 
ering easy. True Tone means every tone perfect. 
Sent on Six Days’ Trial 
Send for your favorite instrument on 6 days’ trial. 
See what you can do. Three lessons given on re- 
quest with each new instrument. Easy terms of 
payment. Play while you pay. Mail the coupon 
today for beautiful literature. Get started now. 
BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO. 
Everything in Band and Orchestra Instruments 
1983 Buescher Block Elkhart, Indiana 
BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO. 376 | 
1983 Buescher Block, Elkhart, Ind. 
Gentlemen: Without obligating me in any way please send I 
me your free literature. Mention instrument interested in. ] 
Age? Name instrument 


Name 


TO MAKE DELICIOUS 


.dsa@Sandwiches| 


Every detail of making and serving 
Salads and Sandwiches told in one 


book. Amazingly simple directions. 
Pictures make everything clear. Scores 
of recipes. Success made certain. Only 
50c. Or send only $1 and we'll send 
you three of these wonderful COOK 
BOOKS—(i) Salads and Sand- 
wiches; (2) Pastries and Pies; 
(3) Cold and Frozen Desserts. 

WOMAN'S INSTITUTE 

Dept, 806-S Scranton, Pa. 
Money back if 

not satisfied. 


were ringing in my ears as 1 went down the 
ladder, and taking a small boat, pulled for- 


| lornly for Miami. 


I was on the verge of collapse when I 
tied up at a dock, but being penniless I was 
forced to walk to my little hotel. Once in- 
side the room I flung myself across the bed, 
and a merciful blankness enveloped me. 

Two days crawled torturously by. On the 
morning of the third day there was a knock 
at my door. I answered it with apprehen- 
sion. The sight of my Aunt Conchita 
startled me. She said she had come on from 
Key West to take care of my father. He 
had been ill since the day he drove me away 
from home. “You must come with me, 
Nunciata,” she said: “His fever continues 
because he worries about you. His heart 
has changed.” 

Somehow I aroused the strength and 
courage to go to my father’s house. There 
I found him ill, and Pedro moaning and 
cursing in bed with six stitches in his side. 

My Aunt Conchita said my father would 
never be himself again. 

“He's kept everything to himself so much 
his thinking and thinking has worn his mind 
and body out. He will never work again, 
Nunciata,” she said, as we sat in our little 
dingy parlor. 


WAS so numb from that gnawing feeling 

in my heart that I only half realized the 
meaning of her words for a moment. Then 
it flashed upon me that I was to blame for 
all the trouble that had visited us in the 
past week. Guilt and contrition mingled 
with the agony of my heart: 

“Aunt Conchita, I’m to blame for poor 
papa’s sickness, for Pedro, for everything,” I 
cried. “If only I had never let myself want 
beautiful things, luxuries, and pleasures that 
are not for poor people like ourselves! But 
a foolish inner voice, a voice of pride and 
desire, insisted that I was good enough to 
seek them, and find them. That’s why I 
went to the Conquestador as a cigarette girl. 
I wanted to be near rich fine people, and 
enjoy life as they did. Oh! it would have 
been so much better if I had never wanted 
beautiful things, luxury, pleasure.” 

“Nunciata . 

My aunt's tone startled me. I looked at 
her sharply, baffled by the expression of her 
face and eyes, and the shakingsof her brown 
old hands. 

“What is it?” I demanded. 

“Nothing, nothing in all the world could 
ever have kept you from wanting, and seek- 
ing such things as you mention. Even had 
you known the consequences of coveting the 
life of proud wealthy people, you would 
have gone on and coveted it. You would 
have tried to taste of it as you have done,” 
she declared. 

“Why? What do you mean?” 

“Sshh, Chiquita! Because it is in your 
blood. Sshh!” she warned again as I got 
up with a little outcry. “No one must 
know that I tell you. Your father and 
brother have kept it from you because they 
feared your knowing the truth. But, now, 
you must hear it from me. It will help 
you to understand the mystery of your 
wanting things that seemed beyond you. My 
brother, your father, eloped from Key West 
twenty years ago with Marguerite d’Alvardo. 

“She was the richest and most beautiful 
girl of Spanish descent in the city. The 
belle, I tell you! She might have had her 
pick of all men, but she fell in love with a 
cigar-maker. Your father was handsome 
and romantic then. Her people forbade the 
love affair and disowned her when she ran 
off and married my brother. She died 
a year after you came. 

“Nunciata, her proud blood flows in your 
veins. We knew that from your earliest 
days. You were a fine little lady in your 
ways from the start. You were a little blue- 


| blood, cara mia, and for good reason. There 


hangs in the great hall of the d’Alvardo 
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hacienda a commission from Ferdinand ang 
Isabella of Spain that sent Grandee Pedro 
d’Alvardo to America in the days following 
Columbus’s discovery of new land. Grandee 
d’Alvardo came like a prince in galleons 
fluttering the banners of Church, and Spain, 
He was one of your forefathers.” 

“Aunty! Aunty!” I cried burying my head 
in her lap. It felt as if every part of me 
was sobbing out with the memories her 
words brought to my mind and _ heart. 
Schuyler Briggs telling me he thought I was 
a princess stolen by the gypsies; and, all 
that had come to pass after that. Ah! the 
way my heart and soul writhed with such 
remembrances! Even now, sometimes, I fee] 
it all over again. 

“Now, Nunciata, you know why you have 
always longed and yearned for what has 
seemed beyond you.” 

“Si, si, Aunt Conchita. And I know, too, 
that I’ll always yearn and yearn for... ” 

“For a man, cara mia, that you love above 
life, a man you met in the places that called 
to you. Ah! Santa Maria, a woman knows; 
a woman understands what I see in your 
eyes. Nunciata, may the Blessed Mother 
send him back to you,” she said, joining 
her hands, and. lifting her eyes upward. 

A look passed between us. The look of 
two women who understood what was in 
one of their hearts. Then I turned and 
went out into the drifting dusk. 

A street car brought me to Coral Gables. 
I shut my eyes and bowed my head as it 
ran past the Conquestador. At the end of 
the line I got off. A mysterious force 
seemed to lead me to an isolated part of the 
beach. There I sat down in the white sand 
under a coconut palm with my broken love 
dreams, and my shattered hopes. 


HE amber of dusk deepened into 
bronze. I turned from the Bay and 
looked wistfully at the turrets and red-tiled 
roof of the Conquestador. Again they re- 
minded me of fantastically slanted flames, 
and I felt the magical spell of the patio at 
dusk: “If only I were just starting out in the 
palm patio for the first time, and knew what 
I know now! The real from the gilded sham 
. . Oh! Schuyler, Schuyler,” I cried aloud. 
For a moment I thought I heard him call 
my name in answer. I turned, unable to be- 
lieve my ears. But, they had not deceived 
me. Schuyler Briggs was standing there in 
the white sand, his arms opening as he 
called me. 

We moved toward each other slowly. Oh! 
so slowly, as if we were both afraid we were 
only phantoms that would fade at touch. 

“Nunciata, it must be you. The real you! 
I’ve just come from your house. Your Aunt 
Conchita told me everything about you. She 
said she thought I would find you here.” 

“Schuyler, why did you come?” I asked. 
I knew the answer to my own question, but 
I wanted him tell me why with his own 
voice. 

He dared to come closer and take me in 
his arms, no longer afraid I was a phantom. 
And, I dared to put mine around him as if 
to hold him from all the world. “Nunciata, 
I came because I love you, because I want 
you above everything.” 

“Kiss me, Schuyler, kiss me so that I may 
never remember anything except the sweet- 
ness of your kiss.” 

“There is something I must tell you first, 
darling. I must confess for I want you to 
know how much you have to forgive in me. 
We put to sea the night after your brother's 
coming. But, after two days I was beside 
myself. I loved you so much my thoughts 
drove me to desperation. I brought the 
Desmonda in today and I went to Wain- 
wright determined to force the truth from 
bim, and maybe kill him. Oh! Nunciata, I 
should have had more faith. But, I was 
only a man.” 

“And, Steven Wainwright?” I whispered, 
thanking God then that there was no real 
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reason for me to fear anything he might 
have said. 

“He proved himself a white man to the 
core. Told me how you ran away and 
everything. Congratulated me on winning 
the only girl he’s ever really loved. He’s 
sailing tonight alone on El Bandelero for the 
Pacific. Darling can you ever, ever forgive 
me for doubting you?” 

“Kiss me, Schuyler. Hold me close, so 
close that I'll forget everything except | how 
I love you—love you—love you,’ 
answered. My broken heart seemed magi- 


cally to mend, and then overflow with the 
return of hopes and yearnings that I was 
afraid had been driven out of it forever. 

He took me in his arms, and drew me 
beautifully close, his lips struggling to tell 
me something. But, I did not need words 
from him then. I knew all that was in his 
heart. I felt all that he felt for me. 
wanted his kisses only. So I lifted my lips 
up to his and in that beloved moment I 
was at last certain the dream of Nunciata, 
the little cigarette girl, had come true. For 
my real and honest dream had been of love. 


F YOUR ambition was to be rich—to have clothes—furs and jewels—and so 


much money no one could criticize you for anything—how would you go about 
it? There was only one way that I could see—men. Did I succeed? Well, the 


intimate pages of my diary will tell you the whole truth about that. 


I dared not 


confide in women. I didn't trust them, but into my diary’s willing ear I poured 


all my discoveries about ““What Men Want.” 


You may read the beginning 


of that diary in June SMart Set 


Panther Woman or WifeP 


[Continued from page 60] 


madman intent on just one thing. 

The head boy, number one, told me his 
mistress was resting and could see no one 
then. Later maybe. While I waited I or- 
dered a bottle of champagne and sat under 
a shade tree drinking it. It was midday in 
November, perhaps a little cool to be out- 
doors but inside in the ballroom with its 
ring of tables all was dark and deserted. 

The boy came and wanted my name. He 
returned later with a message that ‘missie 
see you tonight. No can do before.’ I 
went back to Shanghai dejected but some- 
how the long day came to an end and I re- 
turned to Kalijah’s. 

I found her in a beautiful and elaborate 
native costume, but as her haunting eyes 
fell upon me, I read something inscrutable, 
something faintly contemptuous, in their ex- 
pression. 

“Why are you here?” she asked. 

“Because I couldn’t forget you,” I told 
her. 

Her lip curled. “And you left your 
pretty wife in Hong Kong to come to me?” 

“Yes, Kalijah. I’d do anything for you.” 

“You couldn’t do anything for me! On 
the boat coming across, that was my holiday, 
that was amusement to kill a dreary voyage, 
but here it is business, and Kalijah has no 
precious time to waste on clerks in China.” 

“Clerk?” I cried. “I’m no clerk. And if 
it's money you want, look here!” And I 
tumbled out the ten one hundred bills that 
represented my capital. 

But the woman only sneered. “You call 
that money? You conceited peacock, do 
you know that my lovers are princes, men 
of more wealth and power than you have 
ever dreamed of in your pitiful existence? 
Now go back to that young wife of yours, 
while I am still willing to let you!” 

Perhaps it was the last phrase that seemed 
to offer the hope which held me there. Her 
refusal had bewitched me more than ever; 
I could not be dislodged. I went there every 
night, spent all the money I had with me 
and more, too, that I drew in advance from 
the Shanghai agent of the company, but my 
panther woman scorned me utterly. 

And then I was broke and desperate in- 
deed. So that at last Kalijah deigned to 
notice me. 

“You are persistent,” she told me. “Well, 
I take pity on you. You may come to me 
tonight when the entertainment is over.” 

I was wild with delight. I did not need 
drink to be intoxicated. In my exultation 
and high spirits I invited a fine looking 


young chap to join me at my table in 
Kalijah’s ballroom. He had been looking 
for a place to sit. I saw th: number one 
boy shrug his shoulder and indicate “all 
filled up.” He was looking in my direction 
and I called him over. He was a strapping 
athletic build, with dark brown, carefully 
brushed hair and a very hearty smile. 

The drinks were not long in going to his 
head, and loosening up his tongue. I was 


past the garrulous and talkative stage. I | 


was content to listen. 

“Lively place here,” the young man re- 
marked. “Still I wish I could have stayed 
another day or so in Hong Kong.” 

“Why?” I asked idly. 

“Because in the past week I’ve been 
watching the cleverest piece of work I’ve 
ever seen, the slickest capture of a reluctant 
woman I’ve ever heard about.” 

I looked mystified, whereupon he laughed 
and went on: 


“Oh, perhaps it’s nothing so much after | 


all. They say all women fall pretty easily 
out here. Only I’d never have believed this 
woman could be gotten if I hadn’t seen it 
done with my own eyes. Ever hear of a 
fellow named Barrington?” 

I shook my head. “No more did I,” the 
stranger went on, “until last week in Hong 
Kong. I went to one of the big dances at 
the King Edward Hotel. In the crowd I 
happened to find myself near a big tall, 
handsome fellow. He was whispering to 
another man with a _ wicked-looking face, 
and I was so close I couldn’t help overhear- 
ing. They were talking about some woman, 
and the big fellow was giving instructions to 
his partner. 

“Presently the latter crossed the ball- 
room and I saw him stop in front of the 
most ravishing-looking girl I’d seen in all 
Hong Kong. To my astonishment he 
reached over and put his hand on her shoul- 
der. At the same instant the big good- 
looking chap, as if sauntering by, caught 
him by the neck and sent him spinning. He 
bowed and I saw the girl’s eyes light up 
with gratitude. 

“That, of course, interested me, since I 
realized the whole thing was a plant to 
gain her confidence. When I asked who 
the man was, they told me his name was 
Barrington, a regular bad egg, who’s tried 
blackmail, theft and every other crime to 
make his living. For recreation he manages 
to get women in love with him, treats them 
like the devil, and throws them aside. 

“Well, I never interfere. I learned to 
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“The Palmer Insti- 
tute would have 
saved me years of 


labor.” T. 


ALIVE 
WRITER 


“T RECALL writing my first short 
story,” says Jim Tully, author 
of the brilliant novel, Jarnegan, 
and of work in Pictorial Review, 
Vanity Fair, American Mer- 
cury, Liberty. “It was a tale of 
the ring called ‘Battle Galore,’ 
and Clayton Hamilton, president 
of the Palmer Institute, gave me 
advice on how to ‘build it up.’ 
I am certain had I known of 
the Palmer Institute sooner, it 
would have saved me years of 
labor.” 

An alive writer! The Palmer 
Institute specializes in aliveness 
and in sureness. It can help you 
give your stories a modern twist, 
unexpected, spontaneous—help 
make them sell! Your own spe- 
cial talents are aroused to high- 
est writing strength. 

Palmer courses are also en- 
dorsed by Carl Clausen, Ruth 
Comfort Mitchell, Jesse Lynch 
Williams, Gertrude Atherton, 
Katharine Newlin Burt, Rupert 
Hughes, Julie M. Lippmann, 
Alex McLaren, Charles Ken- 
yon, Frederick Stuart Greene. 
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Are You Ever 
Ashamed of 


Your English? 


O YOU say “who” 
should say “whom”? Do you say 
“between you and I” instead of “be- 
tween you and me”? Do you mis- 


when you 


pronounce common words in your 
speech or use them incorrectly when 
you write? 
Many a man has been held down 
all his life and suffered untold 
embarrassment because of mis- 
takes in English. 
You do not need to make these mis- 
takes any longer. Right at home, in 
spare time, in the privacy of your own 
room, you can make up the education 
you missed in the days that you should 
have been at school. 
The International Correspon- 
dence Schools will teach you, just 
as they have taught thousands of 
other men, by a simple new 
method which shows you in- 
stinctively which word to use 
and how to use it. 


Mail the coupon today for 
Free Booklet 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 6252-3, Scranton, Penna. 
Without cost or obligation on my part, please tell me 


how I can qualify for the position or in the subject before | 


which I have marked an X; 
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Write quick for new proposition. 
We offer $8 a day and a new 
Chevrolet Coach, for demonstrat- 
ing and taking orders for Comer 
All-Weather Topcoats and Rain- 
coats. Spare time. No experience 
required. Sample outfit free. Write 
now. 
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lar was the cause of all this, 


|mind my own business long ago, but a 
strange coincidence happened. The next day 
I was lunching at one of the lesser hotels 
when I saw Barrington and the pretty girl 
he’d pretended to save from insult come in 
together. They took the table next to mine, 
and Barrington after one sour look at me, 
ignored my nearness. 

“T listened to his lips with admiration. 
| He flattered her up to the skies, and told 
her some magnificent lies about himself. I 
could see the poor kid was tremendously 
impressed, and he was a practiced lover; he 
knew how to look at her and how to talk. 

“Well, I heard them make another date, 
| and this time being frankly curious, I showed 
up at the same place. Man, I’m telling you, 
| 1 never saw anything to beat it. I’ve hunted 
| big game in my day, but this was the first 
time I ever saw a thorough-going cad stalk 
|a woman with all the skill and shrewdness 
of a professional hunter. 

“Before the week was through I told my- 
| self she hadn’t a chance, and yet somehow 
| each day when I managed to see them in 
| the hotels or the bazaars or wandering about 
| together, I realized the girl had held him off 
somehow. 

“Then just before I left, I heard him make 
|a fervent appeal and this time she didn’t 
| fight him quite so hard. She promised in 
the end to meet him and go to the big 
embassy ball in Hong Kong tomorrow night. 
Just my luck, I had orders from my firm 
and had to come down here without seeing 
how the thing turned out. It’s made me 
curious, you see, and left me up in the air. 
I've been wondering whether or not that 
woman will fall. So far she’s been reluctant 
all right, but I expect Barrington will play 
his big cards tomorrow night. I'd give a 
| Sood deal to know how the thing turns 
out.” 

With my own thoughts full of Kalijah, I 
|had listened to this recital as if I were 
hearing the details of lives upon another 


planet. Rather indifferently I said: 

“Oh, well, if the woman is all alone, I’d 
| bet on Barrington.” 
“Possibly. Her fool husband is down here 


in Shanghai. He’s an advertising man work- 
ing for the Fletcher interests.” 
| Something seemed to leap across my brain, 
|searing it as with agony. The room swam 
and rocked before me. I gripped the edges 
'of the table, and for a moment I felt as if 
I were suspended in space. 
| At that moment one of the China boys 
approached me and nodded, and excusing 
myself I rose and followed. In another 
minute I was in the upper apartments, in a 
room of gold and lacquer where incense 
streamed slowly upwards. 

My panther woman was smiling at me. 
But I could only look at her with sick and 
miserable eyes. Suddenly she had ceased 
| to be desirable to me. Only one thought 
ached in my unhappy brain. It was I who 
had caused Evelyn’s downfall, it was I, who 
by following my own mad impulses, had 
laid her open to temptation. Bitterly I 
wished I had died and looking at the woman 
only a kind 
of despair rose in me. With her keen 
| glance, she saw at once my mood was a 
|dark one. At her first question, I poured 
it all out, swearing I'd kill Barrington, re- 
| proaching her, myself, and everyone under 
the sun. 

“But there is yet time,” Kalijah said. 
“Not until the ball tomorrow night, you 
tell me, is there danger.” 

“Tomorrow night!” I cried. 
Kong a thousand miles away! 


“And Hong 
What can I 


do? It will be Wednesday before I can 
get back. My God, I don’t dare go back! 

Kalijah was silent for a moment before 
she said: “In Shanghai there are men with 
airplanes, men who would carry you swiitly, 
to get there in time.” 

But I only laughed harshly at that. “For 
money, yes. And I haven’t a penny, not 
a yen left!” 

She struck a bell, and I heard her speak 
in dialect to the boy who magically answered 
it. In less time that it takes to tell, Kalijah 
had taken a little packet from his hands and 
put it in mine. 

“Your money,” she said. “Every cent 
you’ve spent. Now go, and remember that 
Kalijah can be kind when she desires.” 

“You're doing this thing for me?” I stam- 
mered. “You're doing this for me!” 

She shook her head. “I am doing this for 
the pretty girl I saw upon the boat. For 
her sake, my friend. I do no favors to 
men like you.” 

It was too late to do anything that night, 
but I could not sleep. Tortured by anxiety, 
I wandered the streets of Shanghai until 
dawn, and suffered in a way I have not 
skill to tell. 

At the first light I made inquiries, and 
by nine o’clock, thanks to luck and my de- 
termination, I was in the cockpit of a Bleriot 
flyer, en route for Hong Kong and my wife! 

Hour after hour the engines roared and 
the wind struck my throat like a thing of 
material substance, and hour after hour I 
looked down at the seas that wash the 
shores of China. And when it began to 
grow darker and the sun began to sink down 
into the sea I saw far off in the dimness a 
dark, inky space that I knew was the giant 
city of Hong Kong. 

Three hours later, without having stopped 
to wash or refresh myself I burst into the 
Embassy Ball. My eyes were wild enough, 
God knows, to have made people mistake 
me for a maniac. With a fearfully thumping 
heart my glance went around the big lighted 
room, gay with uniforms and the lovely 
dresses of the women of the Hong Kong 
colony. 

Then my eyes lighted on Evelyn. She 
was alone yet, but her gaze seemed to 
search the room as mine did, though I knew 
it was not for me that she was looking. 
The hideous thought that I might be too 
late sent the blood spinning in my veins. 
I rushed over to her, and looked into her 
eyes. They were still the eyes of the pure 
woman who was my wife. 

But in a startled voice, I heard her asking 
me why and how I had come back so un- 
expectedly. 

“Because I found out it isn’t a good thing 
to leave your wife alone in this damned 
country,” I said, “or a good thing to be 
alone yourself. Evelyn, I’ve come back, de- 
serving nothing, only asking forgiveness, but 
I want you to get your things now and leave 
this place. I want to leave Hong Kong as 
scon as I can.” 

She did not protest. 
mination in my voice was 


Perhaps the deter- 
not to be re- 


sisted. Only as we moved away, I thought 


I saw a glance pass from her to a tall man 
who stood near the entrance, a man with 
handsome, hawklike features, and a weary 
look of wisdom in his eyes. 

But I did nothing and said nothing. What 
right had I, after my enslavement by my 
panther woman, to reproach my still guilt- 
less wife? I knew only that from now on, 
for good or bad, Evelyn and I would be to- 
gether. I bowed my head before the miracle 
that had saved me. There would be no 
more panther women in my life, ever again. 
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Dd? YOU know the difference between being merely rich and being really a 
I knew I wasn’t one but I wanted to be and I'll tel! you in June 
Smart Set how I acquired “What Money Can't Buy.” 
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Hunted Lovers 


[Continued from page 28] 


rifle to his shoulder, the half-breed drew a 
bead on the open space ahead. 

Invisible hands were clutching at my 
contorting throat as the swish of a sledge 
grew closer. Any moment Wolfclaws’s vic- 
tim would dash into sight. I thanked God 
for the screen of cone pines. It would save 
me from witnessing deliberate murder, and 
forever remembering the way the stranger 
would plunge into the snow when Wolf- 
claws’s bullet hit him. 

I tried to shut my eyes to the spectacle 
of Wolfclaws standing with aimed rifle, but 
there was something fearfully fascinating 
about him waiting to kill. 

Suddenly his shoulders hunched upward. 
Wolfclaws half stepped from behind his 
shelter of trees, and fired twice in rapid 
succession. Dogs barked. 

Then nausea swept over me and a force 
stronger than the fearful fascination of 
Wolfclaws closed my eyes. I did not open 
them again until I heard his gloating voice. 
I was horribly sure he was sneering at the 
dead, or the mortally wounded. But the 
half-breed was doing neither. With aimed 
rifle, he was commanding his victim to 
advance further into the open space with 
his hands up: 


GOT somebody here to see you. She 

like you so much she coom all this way 
jus’ to watch me keel you. Come now, three, 
five, steps! That’s enough,” he said. He 
stood like a statue with an aimed rifle. 
“Now, you Murdermouth, pull Mam’selle 
Jacqueline close to me. Murdermouth, 
here!” he commanded. 

The sledge moved up toward Wolfclaws. 
As it slid from behind the screen of trees 
I beheld the handsome young stranger 
standing about ten feet away, holding his 
hands high above his head. He had the 
look on his face of the man who knows he 
is fatally trapped, but who feels a fine scorn 
for all that may happen. A thrill passed 
through me although I was afraid some 
of his fine scorn was for me. Perhaps he 
didn’t realize I was bound to the sledge. 

“You got sometheengs to say, Mister? 
Hey? Sometheengs before you make long, 
long trip? Yes? No?” taunted the half- 
breed, not moving a shoulder, or body 
muscle. 

His helpless 
with a brave 
claws and his 


victim answered his taunting 
silence, looking from Wolf- 
threatening gun to me, then 
to the great dog Captain that stood in 
motionless silence, as bravely scornful as 
his master. The big dog’s eyes were blazing 
at Colombes like two balls of fire. A strange 
feeling gripped me as I realized that the 
animal sensed his master’s peril, and was 
sharing it in his faithful dog heart. 

“You got notheengs, hey?” insisted Co- 
lombes. 

“Yes!” the word rang out of the strang- 
er’s mouth like a shot. “Hurry up and shoot 
if you're up to that, and go to hell—” 

“Bah, I shoot!” cut in Wolfclaws and his 
massive shoulders hunched upwards. My 
throat felt as if it would burst because I 
wanted to scream and could not. 

Suddenly a savage growl filled the air. 

A great ball of brown fur and bared 
fangs was hurling itself at Colombes. In 
a twinkling the statue-like pose of the half- 
breed was shattered by the charge of Eng- 
low’s attacking wolf-malamute. Wolfclaws 
swerved like a streak of lightning to shoot 
the big dog but for once, he was up against 
something that moved faster than he did. 
Captain was at the bad man’s throat be- 
fore he could take aim. I saw the rifle 


flash out of Wolfclaws’s hand, thrust back 
by the impetus of the dog’s attack. Almost 
at that very moment the young mystery 
man, who had charged forward upon Cap- 
tain’s leaping attack, flung himself at 
Colombes. 

The two men were trying to throw each 
other while Captain’s teeth were ripping 
away Wolfclaws’s heavily furred parka, 
seeking a hold on his flesh. All the dogs of 
both teams had set up a terrific barking, 
their savage natures aroused by the fury 
of the combat. Captain, dragging his team 
after him, had pulled them almost face to 
face with Wolfclaws’s dogs, and only the 
slightest move on any animal’s part was 
needed to throw the whole crowd into 
battle. 

A foot suddenly kicked the rifle, which 
went off with a startling bang. The shot 
hit one of the half-breed’s swing dogs. With 
a snarl of pain the wounded husky leaped 
at the nearest of Englow’s team. His move 
was like a signal. The dogs of both teams 
sprang at each other like two wolf packs 
fighting for self-preservation. The air was 
mad with savage tumult as the men and 
dogs became a roaring tangle of legs, paws, 
arms, and struggling bodies. 

As they turned over and over Englow 
and Wolfclaws, now locked in iron grips 
went rolling out of the dog fight, and out 
of my sight, each one struggling to the death. 
From that moment on all I could see was the 
frenzied dogs with whom Captain had joined 
in battle. 

Biting, clawing and ripping at each other 
they dragged the sledges after them in the 
awful battle. Captain was in the thickest 
of the fighting, closing in with every enemy 
brute that came within reach. The power- 
ful leader of the Englow team owned a 
killer’s heart in a fight. He gave no quarter. 
Two of Wolfclaws’s dogs dropped in the 
blood-reddened snow after Captain once 
caught them in his teeth. 

When he closed in on Murdermouth, the 
other brutes drew snarlingly aside, wary 
of each others’ every glance and move, as 
they watched their leaders rip and claw 
each other. Two dogs that had reverted 
to the Wild! The wolf in them was out! 

The dog fight was too much for my eyes. 
I looked away only to catch sight of the 
two men grappling fiercely in the snow that 
was streaked with crimson. They rolled 
over and over. A tree got in their way. 

At the moment the young stranger was on 
top of Wolfclaws in a position that freed 
his left arm for action. Up it went, and 
hung poised for a second as if its owner 
were putting into it every ounce of strength 
he owned. In that second Colombes un- 
sheathed a knife. The blade gleamed back- 
ward for a half-stroke. As it started for 
its mark, Englow’s fist descended like a 
club against Wolfclaws’s temple. The knife 
fell shimmering into the snow. 


DON’T know why I didn’t faint. Perhaps 

it was because all of the dogs were 
fighting again, and my sledge was jerked and 
yanked this way, and that by the move- 
ments of Colombes’s desperate malamutes. 
A rifle shot rang out. There was an 
animal’s death cry in the air. Englow 
wavered a moment on his feet above one of 
the half-breed’s dogs then he reeled drunk- 
enly toward me. A wild glance must have 
shown him I was bound. A knife flashed 
in his hand and I was freed from the buck- 
skin thongs. I moved my hands and feet. 
They ached terribly. I fumbled at my 
mouth gag. The awful tightness of my 
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10,000 Jobs - 


San a man-size income 
as Expert Beauty Culturist! 
There’s big money, happiness 
and unlimited op ortunities 
for women in the fascinating 
profession of f helping other 
women LOOK THEIR BEST! 
I train you right in your own 
home in ycur spare time to 
—— every branch of Beauty 
ulture. 


Itrain you for positions 


My training is COMPLETE! 
Covers every detail of Pere 
manent Waving, Marcelling, 
Facial and Scalp treatments, 
Shampooing, Manicuring, Hair- 
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R gray hair. Now it's proved that original 
shade and lustre can be regained by a safe and 
scientific treatment called Mary T. 
Hair Color Restorer. Gray streaks disappear. 
‘Faded hair regains youth's color and brilliance. 

This clear, colorless liquid restores youthful 
shade in a way no dye could possibly do. No 
mess. No risk to hair. Nothing to wash or rub 
off. If hair is auburn it reverts to auburn. If 
black, black it will be. 

Gray hair lacks color pigment. This way 
gives color that takes its place. 10,000,000 
women have used it. This proves its safety. 
Takes only a few minutes 

We send you free a sample of Mary T. Gold- 
man’s Hair Color Restorer. You snip off a 
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few cents’ worth restores original color per- 
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Youth-Ami Liquid Skin Peel 
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coloration, sunburn, blackheads, whiteheads, large pores, 
pimples, freckles, etc. Nota cla - or cream but a liquid free from 
acids and mercury. Booklet, he Magic of a New Skin’’ sent 
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Goldman's | 


Tells How to Get Rid of These Ugly Spots | 


and Have a Beautiful Complexion 


There’s no longer the slightest need of feel- 
ing ashamed of your freckles, 
strength—is guaranteed to remove these homely 
spots. 

Simply get an ounce of Othine from any drug 
or department store and apply a little of it night 
and morning and you should soon see that even 
the worst freckles have begun to disappear, 
while the lighter ones have vanished entirely. It 
is seldom that more than an ounce is needed to 
completely clear the skin and gain a beautiful 
complexion. 

Be sure to ask for the double strength Othine 
as this is sold under guarantee of money back 
if it fails to remove your freckles. 
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throat eased, but it was agony to swallow. 

The stranger leaned over me, an unsteady 
shadow for a moment, then toppled to the 
ground. 

I suppose we can all do impossible things 
when we have to. It seemed as if I couldn't 
command my strength, and rise from that 
sledge. Yet, with the young stranger lying 
unconscious in the snow, I knew the time 
had come for me to take hold. I got up 
with painful effort, and stumbled over to 
Englow’s sledge. There must be whiskey in 
it. 

Dogs lay all around me. Those that had 
survived the horrible fight, and those that 
had not. I saw four dead ones—three of 
Wolfclaws’s team—one of Englow’s. Cap- 
tain, a great gash across his chest, was in 
command. Murdermouth iay stiff, and 
hideous under his front paws. All the fight 
was gone out of the other surviving brutes. 
They lay trembling in the snow. 


DARED a glance at Wolfclaws as my 

hands groped under the sledge robes for 
a bottle. He was sprawled on his back, 
but he did not seem really dead. Frantically< 
I searched for the whiskey. Suppose the 
half-breed came to life before I aroused 
Englow from his faint? My desperate 
fingers finally touched a flask. 

A few moments later the whiskey worked 
its magic on Barrett Englow. It gave him 
strength enough to get up with my help, 
and stagger over to his sledge. 

“Captain boy! Good old Captain,” he 
murmured as we swayed past the husky who 
was making strange, joyful sounds in his 
dog way. 

The gratitude and the tenderness in the 
man’s voice warmed me with the hope that 
someday, someway, there might be such 
tenderness in his voice for me. New 
strength flowed through me after that, or 
else I would have failed the man who had 
given his last ounce of strength in the 
fight that had saved us both from Colombes. 

Covering Englow snugly with his robes, 
I went over near Wolfclaws. He was lying 
very still, and ghastly. If I'd had the nerve 
I would have bound him hand and foot, 
but I was afraid to touch him. 

I picked up his rifle, and the knife he’d 
tried to stab Englow with and walked 
away. Tying the broken sledge traces to- 
gether in rough fashion, I hitched Englow’s 
five surviving dogs, and gave Captain his 
head. The great dog seemed to understand 
that everything depended upon him. He 
strained forward. The others followed suit, 
and the sledge bearing his unconscious 
master moved away from the gruesome 
scene. The stiff dead dogs! And beyond 
them the half-human Id left to die! I felt 
awful, leaving him there to freeze, but he 
had tried to commit murder in front of my 
eyes. If he was not already dead he de- 
served to die. 

Cold and weakness were upon me but I 
clung to the handles, and in that way finally 
arrived at the cabin. Another dose of 
whiskey aroused Englow. I assisted him to 
the cot inside where he fell into another 
deep swoon. 

I rushed out and brought in all the 
weapons on the sledge, then cut the dogs 
loose from their traces, and let them follow 
me indoors. 

I started a fire, barred the door, and put 
water on to boil. The stranger’s wounded 
arm would need dressing, and fresh bandag- 
ing after all he had gone through. While 
waiting for the water to boil I brought 
him around to a state of semi-consciousness. 
His parka had to be cut away because he 
could not raise his right arm. The wound 
had stiffened all the muscles but at last the 
arm was washed, and re-bandaged. Only 
one stitch had broken in the fight. It was 


a miracle that they weren’t all torn loose. 
“Try to go to sleep,” 
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I said. I knew that 


he was half-dead from cold and weariness, 

He turned his eyes up to mine. A vague 
grayness stole into their blue, In another 
moment they closed, and the man I believed 
to be Alan Wendring was sleeping the sleep 
of utter exhaustion. I got up from the bed 
and looked around. The dogs were all 
stretched out asleep on the floor. I went 
over and sat by the fire-place so that I 
could see the young stranger’s face. It was 
handsome even in sleep. 

The crackling warmth of the room, and 
the sight of him lying on his cot, filled my 
heart with wistful dreams. I made-believe 
it was our cabin, not his alone. I dreamed 
that love, not self-preservation was the rea- 
son for our being together, and that he was 
only dozing off, and would soon awaken to 
take me in his arms. 

I cannot tell you all I dreamed. Things 
like that cannot be put into words, but I 
abandoned myself to them for a long time 
until a yapping sound reached my ears. 

My warm, intimate dreams froze at the 
voice of the white foxes down in the woods. 
All the details of the past dreadful night 
and morning rushed back through my con- 
sciousness. Then a feeling of blessed relief 
swept over me. The yapping of white foxes 
must mean the end of my worst terror— 
Wolfclaws. 

Suddenly I thought of my borrowed dog 
team tethered down in the woods. We 
would need every husky available for the 
long pull that lay ahead of us. I got up, 
and went out of the cabin to fetch the dogs, 
commanding Captain to follow me. 

As I mushed on after them a sudden de- 
termination to make sure that the menace 
of Wolfclaws was ended possessed me. 

I had no fear of the little white animals 
whose voices filled the morning air. They 
preyed on the dead, not the living. They 
would scurry away at my approach. It 
would be worth the horror of a moment’s 
view just to confirm Wolfclaws’s death. 

The vapping of the white foxes died down 
as I mushed through the woods. I heard 
them scrambling away in all directions. Be- 
fore I knew it I was looking upon the scene 
of the late battle. 


CRY of fright and surprise broke from 

my lips as my startled eyes beheld no 
sign of Wolfclaws. He was gone! The 
little white foxes had been at the dogs! 

Captain was sniffing the place where the 
half-breed had been lying. Panicky at the 
realization of the man’s disappearance, I 
watched the husky follow a blood trail that 
led off to the left. I tried to call him back, 
but he was determined to stay on the 
trail. Believing it would solve the mystery 
of how Colombes got away after being 
left half-dead in the snow, I mustered 
courage enough to follow the dog. I had 
a gun, and I figured Wolfclaws was weapon- 
less. 

The trail led to the spot where Wolfclaws 
had tethered my borrowed team to a tree. 
My sledge and dogs were gone! It could 
mean only one thing. Wolfclaws had only 
played dead in the snow. He had made 
his way: back to my borrowed team, and 
was already on the way to Waskia. 

Captain wanted to follow the trail river- 
ward, but I held him fast. There was no 
time to lose in vain pursuit. Englow’s 
safety, if he was really a hunted man, lay 
in swift flight. Colombes would make 
Waskia in a few hours, and once there he 
would confirm the message he’d sent by his 
dog and put the law on Englow’s trail. 

Suddenly I found myself hoping Englow 
really was Wendring, a hunted man. 
could help him then. I would offer to save 
him from the law. I would flee with him 
to some place where the Royal Mounted 
could not hunt him down. As this de- 
termination settled over me the Voice of 
the Wilderness seemed to be speaking again. 
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vanished 
so quickly J 
was astonished 
at the wonder 
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For years I tried everything to remove wrinkles which 
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skin became firm and youthful freshness 
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ment you do not notice a decided improve- 
ment, return balance and we will refund 
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“omplete course of Hypn« ism, 
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become an expert, hypnotize at a glance, make others 
obey your wishes, overcome bad habits in yourself and 
others. Invaluable to every man and woman, execu- 
tives, salesmen, doctors, mothers, etc. Simple easy 
system. Learn at home. Equals $20 course; only $1. 
Send stamps, cash or money order. Guaranteed. 
Educator Press, 19 Park Row, New York, —e 16 


This time it was offering a haven of refuge. 

“Take him to the Valley of the Wind,” 
the Voice seemed to whisper. 

The Valley of the Wind! 

My father had often spoken of the place. 
It was three hundred miles away in the 
direction of Hudson’s Bay. In that Valley, 
Wild River mysteriously hid itself from the 
eyes of men. The Indians claimed that all 
the winds of the seas, the woods, and the 
heavens were made up in the Valley. Leg- 
ends said it was the one place where hunted 
men and beasts were almost sure not to be 
caught. Tracks and scents were lost in the 
confusion of winds, they declared. The 
belief that Destiny had taken a hand in my 
life again possessed me. I decided that 
everything had happened for the purpose 
of bringing the stranger and myself to- 
gether at the ends of the earth, where, away 
from all the world, we would find the truth 
in each others’ hearts. 

The mystery man was still sleeping heavily 
when I entered the cabin, panting for 
breath. I started to awaken him at once, 
but the drawn, haggard look on his face 
made me change my mind. Time was 
precious, if he really were Alan Wendring. 
Sergeant Jack Greystone of the Royal 
Mounted was a man-hunter who never tired 
of the chase. He was back in Waskia by 
this time and would hot-foot it after Wend- 
ring when he saw the clippings and heard 
Walfclaw’s story. Yet the stranger would 
need every ounce of strength, vitality and 
endurance for the flight. It was wisest to 
let him sleep awhile. We would still be 
| hours ahead of pursuit. 


H's eyes slowly opened. He stared at 
me in utter bewilderment. Realizing 
|that he was struggling vainly to grasp the 
| situation I went to his help. 

“I'm Jacqueline, the Wine Star cabaret 
|girl. Don’t you remember what happened? 
The awful fight between the dogs, and you 
and Wolfclaws. You cut my buckskin bonds 
after it was over, then fainted.” 


didn't kill him, did I?” he inter- 
rupted hoarsely. He acted like a man 
haunted by the shadow of murder. He 


|shuddered, and covered his eyes with his 
good hand as if to shut out some vision 
that tortured him. I understood. He was 
remembering that he was Alan Wendring, 
wanted for the death of a fellow man. It 
was agonizing to think he had deepened the 
shadow that had trailed him into the far 
North. A great pity for him welled up 
inside of me; somehow, I could not think 
of him as a killer. He was more like a 
boy pursued by some horrible phantom 
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from the past. 
“No, you did not kill him,” I said, and 


| was about to tell him everything, including 


Woliclaws’s escape to Waskia, and the im- 
minent danger of the Royal Mounted being 
|on the trail of Alan Wendring when the 
man interrupted me. 

“Thank God I didn’t really put him out!” 
Then, after a slight pause during which his 
face hardened, he blurted: “What the 
devil are you doing here?” 

“IT came through the storm last night to 
warn you that Colombes was starting out 
to ambush you,” I answered. I was hoping 
against hope that this explanation would 
soften the expression on his face, and work 
an inner change in his unaccountable resent- 
ment toward me. 

“That doesn't jibe with your being on his 
sledge when he caught me off-guard.” 

“Don’t you remember? I was bound to 
his sledge,” I said. I was on the verge of 
tears at the knowledge that he was doing 
his best to think the worst of me. It seemed 
so unfair just because Wolfclaws had given 
him false reasons to believe I was his girl. 

“Ves, that’s true. But, suppose Wolf- 


19%. bot a acT 


claws couldn’t trust you?” he demanded. 
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Alice Higgie, a 13-year-old Chicago girl, makes 
$75.00 a week in vaudeville. Her musical act is 
constantly in demand for clubs, lodges, hotels, 
radio studios and private entertainments. For 
a 15-minute act she receives $15. 00—a dollar a 
minute! Read what she says—‘Playing a musi- 
cal aponenes is lots of fun. I wish everybody 
knew how Cd it is and how quickly you can 
learn, especially with Wurlitzer instruments— 

they are so easy to play.”—Alice 
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I felt as if he had struck me across the 
face with those words, and then driven a 
knife into my heart. I wanted to make 
him see the cruel wrong he was doing me, 
but I realized the menace of pursuit and 
capture that was overshadowing him. My 
own feelings must be sacrificed, and his 
awful opinion of me tolerated until there 
was a chance to explain. The present mo- 
ment must be used for the pressing emer- 
gency of establishing his identity. If he 
really was Alan Wendring, immediate flight 
was the only alternative left. 

“Are you really Barrett F. Englow as 
you call yourself, or are you a man named 
Alan Wendring?” I demanded. 

“What makes you ask such a queer ques- 
tion?” he asked. 

“I arrived here before you and I went 
through your things,” I began. Confession 
was coming harder than I expected it would. 
“IT went through them because—because I 
was interested in you. You've made a 
mystery of yourself to everybody around 
here. I found some newspaper clippings 
about a murder, and a man named Alan 
Wendring being wanted for the crime.” 

“Well, what of it?” he asked with a 
show of bravado. “Anybody can cut clip- 
pings from a newspaper.” 

“But the scar,” I said. I realized how 
foolhardy it was to waste time coming to 
the issue. “If you’re really Barrett F. Eng- 
low, you’ve got nothing to worry about.” 

Those words almost brought him to his 
feet. His air of bravado died down. His 
voice was tense: “What do you mean, noth- 
ing to worry about?” 

“Wolfclaws Colombes 
reading those clippings. He overpowered 
me, and read them himself. Knowing about 
your scar, he put two and two together. 
Colombes believes you are Alan Wendring 
and so do I. Are you?” 

“Yes, I am,” he said, after a strained 


caught me _ here 


| silence, “‘and because I am, I—” he shud- 
| dered, “I'll have to go back and kill that 


scoundrel I left half-dead in the woods. 
It’s the only way to keep my secret. That 
is if—if you don’t give me away.” 

“You needn’t worry about me,” I said, 
“but, you’ve got to worry about Wolfclaws. 
He’s not lying half-dead back in the woods 
for you to kill. Wolfclaws is on his way 
to Waskia to put Sergeant Greystone on 
your trail.” 

“What?” he cried. An unbelieving look 
came into his eyes, but when I told him 
about the dog being sent to Waskia with 
the clippings and how I found evidence 
that Wolfclaws had left the scene of battle 
to spread the story Alan Wendring was 


swiftly convinced that he would soon be a 
hunted man in every sense of the word. 

“There’s not a minute to-be lost now,” 
I said. “Your only hope lies in getting a 
big headstart. Sergeant Greystone who’s 
due back in Waskia today is the most famous 
man-hunter in his Division.” 

“There’s nothing to keep me from start- 
ing now,” he returned, “but the thing is 
where to go. The Royal Mounted know ali 
the hiding places in the country.” 

“There’s a place where the hunted are 
hardly ever found, the Valley of the Wind,” 
I said, fighting for the nerve to say I in- 
tended going with him. 

“The Valley of the Wind,” he repeated. 
“How do I get there?” He was up on 
his feet by this time. 

“You'd never find it by directions. That’s 
one reason I’m going to take you there. 
There are other reasons, too. I’m to blame 
for all this trouble! Every bit of it! I've 
got to see you through.” 

“But, you don’t seem to understand that 
I’d prefer going alone,” he broke in. 

“Neither do you understand,” I said. Oh! 
Why was he being so hard on me? Why 
was he so willing to hurt me? “I’ve got to 
go. I’m hunted, too. Wolfclaws has sworn 
he will take me. His path must never cross 
mine again,” I ended. 

There was one more reason, the biggest 
one of all, why I was determined to go 
with him. I did not want to !.se him. 

I clung to the idea that I must go with 
him. I dared to hope that his feelings for 
me would change when the wild closed in 
upon us, and we found ourselves at the 
beginning of all things, a man, and woman, 
facing the primitive. 

As I stood there with this hope rising 
through my heart there was a sharp, snap- 
ping report outside. Nervous, and un- 
strung from all that had happened over- 
night I started violently. Already the strain 
of knowing that we had become a hunted 
man and woman was overshadowing me. 
Some of the fear that a creature of the 
living Wild knows when pursued gripped 
me. I rushed to the door while Alan 
Wendring snatched a pistol and followed me. 

Crack! went another report. 

We both started, our eyes focussing on 
the deep woods through which we knew 
pursuit must come. Suddenly the trees 
seemed no longer green to my eyes. My 
imagination changed them red-coated 
figures, and I shut my eyes before the 
vision of an army of His Majesty’s Royal 
Northwest Mounted Police bearing down 
upon me, and the man I had fallen in love 
with. 


OULD it be possible that Sergeant Greystone was on our trail so soon? 

Surely Wolfclaws’s dog hadn't yet reached Waskia with the clippings? 

Were we not to have a chance to find a hiding place in the Valley of the Wind 

that seemed to offer us security and possibly happiness as well? In June SMART 
Set I will tell you all that happened to us in the days that followed. 


The Girl I Might Have Been 


[Continued from page 41] 


between me and the boys. I’ve been a 
good girl, Jim, the best good girl you ever 
saw. I’m just crazy about you, Jim. Id 
work for you; leave the chorus; do any- 
thing.” 

I knew girls who loved fellows and sup- 
ported them. I couldn’t think of any other 
way to make Jim see how much I loved 


him. 
“T’'ll work for you, Jim. I'll support you; 
you won't need to work. I’m young and 


strong. I'll do anything just so you don’t 
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leave me. Oh, please don’t. I love you so, 
Jim.” 

Jim’s face looked very white in the queer 
light, the moon pushing its way through 
the shadows. He laid his hand on my head. 

I thought he was giving in, but all he 
said was: “You poor little girl, has life 
gone so hard with you? Do you think I 
could do that?” 

“I wouldn't care, Jim. Just so you loved 
me and told me so once in a while. It’s a 
wonderful thing when a girl loves a man as 
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I love you, Jim. And please, please don’t 
think I'm bad. I’m wild but I haven’t been 
bad.” 

He gave me a look that sent happiness 
to my very soul: “I believe you, Peggy.” 

“You believe me?” 

“Yes! So help me! I do believe you. A 
girl like you couldn’t put it on. You're 
too real for that!” 

“Oh, Jim! You believe me. That’s 
enough! I’m so happy I could die. Then 
you’re going home with me, Jim!” 


IM shook his head; and his face was 
white. “No Peggy, I’m too decent for 
that.” 

“Too decent! Oh Jim! Tell me what you 
mean!” My head was in a whirl. “You 
wouldn’t love me because I was so bad, 
and now when I tell you I’m good you 
won’t love me.” 

He did not answer. 
far away from me. 

“What’s the matter with me Jim?” 

“Just this, Peggy!” And his voice was 
queer. “Just this! You're the sweetest, 
darlingest girl I ever knew. I didn’t sup- 
pose there was such a girl in this wide 
world, a girl who would give everything 
and want nothing. I haven’t met that kind 
before. And that’s the reason, Peggy.” 

“I don’t understand Jim.” 

“Then I'll tell you right out. You're a 
girl a man could lose his head over. I’m 
losing mine. You're not a girl to be loved 
and left; to be made the most of and 
tossed aside. I couldn’t do that, Peggy! 
You’re a girl who could fill a man’s life. 
You could be more to a man than any 
woman ever was to a man before. I 
couldn’t play with you—and say good-by. 
I'm too decent for that. It would be all 
or nothing with you and me! And there 
is a great gulf between us.” 

“Couldn't we cross it, Jim if I loved you 
enough. I’d try so hard! Won't you try, 
Jim?” 

“You can’t understand Peggy. You don’t 
know what you're saying or what you are 
asking of me.” 

“Then you don’t think you could ever 
love me—and want to marry me, Jim?” 

He put his arm around me. I laid my 
head on his shoulder and took both his 
hands in mine. 

“Do girls sometimes die when they’re per- 
fectly happy?” I asked. He rested his head 
on my hand and something went singing 
through my heart that was like music. “I 
didn’t know a girl could be so happy.” 

Then Jim lifted his head and drew away 
his arm. “I told you, Peggy, that it wasn’t 
safe. I can’t trust myself. You're the dear- 
est little girl!” 

“Oh, you’re not leaving me, Jim?” 

“Yes. You don’t understand, Peggy 

“Would you have left me if I hadn’t been 
so wild that you’re ashamed of me?” 

“I would never have left you Peggy, if 
you had been a lady.” 

“You ought not to say that, Jim. It isn’t 
fair. My mother was a lady. She lived 
in a big city out West. My father was a 
doctor. They died and I came to New 
York. And I went wild. Please, please 
don’t be ashamed of me. I’m going to be 
a lady. I know how to be a.lady.” 

Jim’s face flushed. He did not answer 
but I knew he was ashamed of me. 

“Say good-by to me, Peggy,” he said. 

And, then, I forgot that I was a girl 
whom Jim did not love. I forgot every- 
thing except that I loved Jim and he was 
going away. had my arms around his 
neck and I was kissing him. 

“Peggy, Peggy! There! there! I’m so 
sorry.” And he was untwining my arms 
from around his neck. “Don’t, Peggy, 
don’t!” His eyes were agonized; and there 
was a look in his face like a man who was 
gazing into a Heaven denied, but he went. 


I felt as if he was 


” 


I kept my eyes upon him as far as I 
could see him, until he had entered the 
house and the music had swallowed him up. 

I had lost him. I had driven him away 
with my wild conduct; and, no matter 
what I did now, I could never recall what 
I had done. I could not go back and live 
my life over again. No girl ever can. 

But I would leave the chorus. I knew 
that never again could I dance with my old 
joyousness. I could not even stay there, 
that night, in that gay scene another minute, 
with my heart like lead. 

I found my gaudy old hat and started 
for home alone. I traveled all the way 
feeling dazed, scarcely knowing where I 
was going. Of what use was it to go back 
to my room? Of what use to go anywhere? 
I had wrecked my own happiness, killed all 
I loved in life, and now I had no place 
to go. There was not a place on earth 
that offered me anything I cared for. My 
little room with its memories of those old 
happy days was hateful to me. Where 
could I go? I felt as if the last wave of 
sorrow had swept over me. I could not 
see my way ahead. I had known girls 
like me who killed themselves for love. I 
wanted to die. Oh, if I only knew what 
those poisons were that girls buy when they 
want to die? I groped my way along 
Forty-Second Street, through the merry 
excited crowds coming out of restaurants 
where they had dined. I struggled along 
as far as Sixth Avenue. Here, under the 
elevated, the shadows cast a broad band of 
black. I felt faint and tired. I could not 
go any further. A queer fluttering was in 
my heart. My throat felt tight and dry. I 
would sit down a minute and rest. 

I heard singing in the distance. Oh, why 
must I hear it? I wanted to shut out music 
and singing from my life forever. I was 
crazed. I could not breathe, nor think, 
nor hold up my head. Oh, that music 
coming nearer! 

I got to my feet. I must struggle on. 
There was a doorway. I sank on its step, 
helpless this time, my head in my hands, 
the wretchedest girl on earth. I must have 
gone a little off my head ...I couldn't 
reason clearly. There was music in the air 

. on the street. I saw girls in blue 
dresses, big bonnets! They were singing; 
and there was a bugle. 

“Come. Come. No longer roam! Sister! 
Brother! I will take you home!” 

I couldn’t move. The doorstep seemed 
like home. I was so glad of its warmth 
and, then, I heard a girl’s voice: ‘“What’s 
the matter, sister?” It was a “lassie,” a 
girl in a blue bonnet. 

“T want to die, that’s all.” 

“Come, I'll take you home with me.” 
Her arm was around me and she was lead- 
ing me away. My flame red chiffon blew 
in tatters around us both. The girl in the 
blue bonnet was taking me home with 
her. I was sick and even the warm night 
air stung me like a cold lash. 

“Tt’s only a little further,” the lassie said 
cheerily, “and then you'll have a nice warm 
bed as long as you want to stay.” And, 
so, she took me home. 


T WAS days before I was out again, and 

I could not go back to the chorus. It 
had not led me to happiness, only to sorrow. 
And these people I had been with were 
happy. They were safe. That was the 
secret of their happiness. The heart-breaks 
of the world never touched them. If they 
had had their sorrows they were submerged 
in the tide of contentment that flowed 
around them. I wanted to stay with them, 
to rest under the shadow of the protecting 
wing that covered them. 

I became a recruit, a student in their 
“College.” And, because I could sing and 
play, they let me put on a bonnet and go 
out into the street with them. I went into 
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their “Open Air Ring.” I don’t think the 
good lassies ever guessed what it meant to 
me, to find contentment. I could march 
with a trombone for hours. I could play 
a tambourine and sing. There were nights 
at those street meetings when I sang to 
bigger audiences than I ever kicked to in 
those old days in the chorus. 

I thought of Jim, now, as a bright and 
handsome star in whose radiance I had 


crept for a moment, but vanished, now, 
forever. 
And, then, the order came to “do the 


and I knew that I would have 
For it was in our old 
street, the street where Strike and I had 
gone to that midnight restaurant. And we 
were to “do all the clubs, all the restau- 
rants.” I knew that I would in all likelihood 
see them all, Suzette and Strike and, I 
scarcely dared to think of it, but perhaps 
I would see Jim. 

A few nights later the Captain led the 
way into a night club. It was the one 
where Strike had taken me. I was tremb- 
ling as we mounted the stairs, but we had 
to follow where our Captain led. 

As we entered the room my eyes were 
blinded by the light, the gay girls in their 


night clubs,” 


chiffons, rouged, laughing, miserable, going 
the pace. Our old crowd was there, and 
Jim was with them. They were a gay 


party and the Captain led us toward them 
At first they shouted with laughter. I heard 
Jim say: “What kind of a stunt is this?” 

He thought the owner of the restaurant 
had planned a new form of entertainment. 
But we stood firmly there; and I know 
that my face shone with earnestness under 
I saw that Jim was thin 
and haggard and unhappy in spite of his 
gaiety. 


HEN the Captain stepped out. He was 

a young man who had left his farm to 
come and be a Salvationist. He began to 
pray. I felt a hush fall upon them. Then he 
preached a little sermon. Jim had stopped 
laughing, for he saw that it was a serious 
service. The Captain spoke to me. I 
stepped into the little semi-circle and began 
to sing. I did not look at Jim, but I knew 
that he was looking at me. Oh how I 
sang! I never knew what it was to feel a 
song before. And Jim was standing up, 
pressing closer to us, following me with eyes 
that never faltered. I finished my song. 
The Captain gave the word and we turned 
and went down the stairs. 

But Jim was at my side. “Peggy, Peggy!” 

I could not answer him. We were in 
the street, marching on to the next night 
club, and all the way Jim was following 
us, trying to speak to me, trying to tell 
me that he had looked for me. 

“Peggy, Peggy. I love you. 
I see you?” 

It was against our rules, but Jim looked 
so wretched. “I'm selling the War Cry 
to-morrow morning.” 

“Where?” He was marching as near me 
as he could. “Where, Peggy? Peggy, dear! 
Tell me where?” 

“Under the elevated, Park Row Station!” 
I hadn’t time to say any more, but I knew 
that Jim was following us; that he never 
lost sight of us; that he heard us sing at 
two more night clubs, keeping as close to 
me as possible; and that he followed us 
all the way back to Headquarters and stood 
in the street until the door closed upon us. 

When I reached my post next morning 
under the elevated, I found Jim waiting for 
me. His eyes were haggard as if he had 


Where can 


been up all night. I had my bundle of 
War Cries under my arm. “Give them 
to me,” Jim ordered, but I could not. 
Discipline was discipline and I had my work 
to do. “Here, I'll buy them all,” he cried. 
And he took them out of my hands. 

I tried to protest. “I’m under orders!” 


UT he would not listen. “I’ve been up 

to Headquarters,” he declared, “and I’ve 
seen the high cockalorum. Told her all 
about it, all about everything. Those people 
are all right; they want you to be happy. 
Now come!” 

“Where?” I asked. For my new life had 
made me less impetuous. I was a different 
Peggy. I must be sure that Jim loved me 
for myself, not out of pity. And as for 
marriage, well, marriage was a three-fold 
cord of love and moral value and respect. 

“Don’t tell me you don’t love me Peggy! 
Don't tell me that. I couldn’t stand it, 
after all I've been through. You do, don't 
you Peggy?” 

I was glad that my bonnet shielded my 
face. 

He had called a taxi; and I was in it 
and he was sitting alongside me. “Don't 
say a word, Peggy,” he pleaded. “I've 
searched for you ever since that night. God, 
I’ve been desperate. I’ve nearly gone to the 
dogs, all because of you Peggy, because I 
thought I'd never find you again. You 
can't get away from me now. Youre 
mine.” 

It was wonderful being there with Jim, 
hearing his voice, but I had to be certain. 

“Do you love me enough, now, Jim?” 

And Jim laughed; he was so irrepressibly 
happy. “You just listen. I’m going to tell 
the world I do!” 

“What on earth do you mean?” 

“I mean we're on the way to the license 
bureau and the little chapel. And, first 
we've got to go shopping. We've got to 
buy a wedding ring, and an engagement 
ring. And, then, I'll tell you if I love you 
just as much as ever.” 

“But Jim,” I began, “we've got to under- 
stand! Don't please! There goes my bon- 
net! I could talk better if you wouldnt 
kiss me nor hug me just for a minute. 
This is awful!” 

“Can't help it Peggy! I’m like a wild 
man. I thought I had lost you, the dearest, 
sweetest girl that ever lived.” 

The taxicab stopped. “What place is this. 
Jim?” 

“The City Hall. Come along, Peggy!” 
He reached into the taxi and lifted me out. 

And, then the din began. There were six 
of them there, and the Captain. They had 
come down to be our witnesses. “Come on, 
Peggy.” Jim was holding my arm, pulling 
me along. “Aren't you happy? Just say 
you're happy.” 

We went to the license bureau, and from 
there, with the band playing, into the little 
wedding chapel. Then Jim was shaking 
hands with everybody, and everybody wish- 
ing us joy! 

We were back in the taxicab again, mar- 
ried. And we had not yet had our under- 
standing. I had to talk it out with Jim. 
“You’ve had to give up an awful lot for 
me Jim. Your pride, your place in society. 
You're sacrificing so much for me.” 

“And you're giving up an awful lot for 
me, Peggy.” 

I settled down beside Jim. A strange 
quiet had come over us both. We were 
married. Jim was giving up. I was giving 
up. His life—my life. Each giving a little 
to meet the other. 


O YOU believe that if you want anything enough you'll find a way to get 

it? I had almost everything a girl could want except friends of my own age 

and I needed them. I wanted love and all that it stood for and I wanted it so much 
that—well I'll tell you in an early issue how Love Found a Way. 
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Forgive Me My Trespasses 


[Continued from page 51] 


through me, a growing, poised, seriousness, 
a new and deliberate sort of dignity. Kath- 
leen Gray was not as emotional as Savan- 
nah Lane had been; she was a different sort 
of a girl with a quiet philosophy. She was 
the kind of a girl who would be a safe 
governess for young children in a home of 
refinement. 


HEN I mailed the letter the change 
that was upon me deepened. I was 
Kathleen Gray, in reality, waiting for an 
answer to an application for a position. 
Three days passed. I did not go near the 
cloak and suit house. My days as a man- 
nikin were ended. At last a letter in a 
square envelope and written on heavy paper 
came to Miss Kathleen Gray. 


“Dear Miss Gray: 

Will you please call and see me at three 
o'clock Thursday afternoon at the Hotel 
Renaissance. 

Sincerely, 
Mrs. J. Arthur Gardener.” 


Thursday! That was the next day. The 
brevity of the note was chilling, but the 
fact that I had received an answer gave me 
a slight thrill of satisfaction. This was the 
beginning ! 

When I presented myself at the Hotel 
Renaissance the next day, I had gathered 
my forces. I had calmed myself inside. I 
was coolly and deliberately Kathleen Gray, 
the most respectable young person imag- 
inable. In the past I had used a sparing 
amount of rouge on my face and lips, but 
now I was determinedly without the faint- 
est trace of make-up. Of my two hats I 
wore the one that was prim. 

Mrs. Gardener received me in the parlor 
of her suite. She was a slightly artificial 
woman of middle age, with an intensely 
social air. Something about her reminded 
me of a pert, nervous bird. She looked 
at me appraisingly with her tired eyes, and, 
I thought, found me harmless. 

“Now, Miss Gray, your experience, please. 
You may tell me briefly. What is your 
background, and what has your experience 
been ?” 

I took her at her word and made it 
brief. The respectable story of my bring- 
ing up carried, I am sure, the unmistakable 
ring of truth. As for my experience, I 
merely stated I had been in New York a 
year and had held several stenographic 
positions. 

“You understand the care of children, I 
mean in an educational sense?” She asked 
me, without much interest, I thought. 

“I think so,” I told her. “I know that I 
love children devotedly.” 

“Oh dear, that’s such a satisfaction,” she 
said in relief. “One is always so worried 
when they must entrust their little darlings 
to other hands. Really, you have no idea 
how I worry about it, Miss Gray. It’s the 
same with the car. I just know the driver 
takes it out joy-riding when we are not 
using it, and Heaven knows how he abuses 
it. Competence and loyalty are so difficult 
to find these days. I have so many demands 
made upon my time, and I simply cannot 
see to everything.” 

Mrs. Gardener looked extremely worried 
and virtuous. Beside her on the little card 
table was a stack of letters, and she turned 
from me to look at them helplessly. 

“All of those are answers to our advertise- 
ment,” she sighed. “I suppose I really 


should go through them one by one, but I 
don’t see that it would serve any useful 
purpose. Engaging anybody is always such 
a gamble, you know. 


I just picked your 


letter out at random and answered it. That’s 
just | as satisfactory a way, I suppose, as 
any.” 

“You make your home here in the hotel ?” 
I inquired politely. 

“Oh, dear no. We are only here tempo- 
rarily. Our place is out at Zenith, Long 
Island. The children are out there now 
with the present governess, who is leaving 
this week to be married. Oh, yes, I almost 
forgot, Miss Gray, about references. Just 
as a matter of form, I think you ought to 
give me several references. My husband is 
always so particular about those things.” 

I was startled by the sudden realization 
that I had overlooked this most important 
factor. Kathleen Gray had no references. 
Any references under the name of Savannah 
Lane would be fatal to desirable employ- 
ment. My mind came to a standstill. 

“You have references, of course?” Mrs. 
Gardener asked again. 

“Yes, certainly,” I told her quickly. The 
necessity for gaining time to think was very 
acute, and, fortunately, I had the wit to 
divert her. “I would like to know more 
about the position, though,” I said. 

“Oh yes, of course. Ours is a very small 
family; my husband and I and the two 
children. Janie is seven and little David is 
only five. They are dear children, really. 
Your own duties would be very slight, 
merely to supervise the children and their 
clothes. You would have your own room 
and you would not be required to dine with 
the servants. Your meals could be served 
in your room. We pay our present gover- 
ness sixty dollars a month. I am quite 
sure you would find the employment very 
pleasant. We would be ready for you to 
come next Monday.” 

“May I consider myself engaged, Mrs. 
Gardener 

“Yes, I think you may. You seem to be 
quite nice but, as I said before, engaging 
anyone is always a gamble, if you know 
what I mean.” 


I ROSE to leave. Looking back I am sure, 
now, that any idea of references com- 
pletely filtered from her empty little head, 
but my mind was still struggling with that 
difficulty. I wanted to think, to plot. 

“Would tomorrow be too late for me to 
bring you my references, Mrs. Gardener ?” 
I asked her. 

“Not at all, my dear,” she said—“but 
wait! Would it be just as convenient for 
you to mail them out to us at Zenith? [ 
may be away from the hotel most of the day 
tomorrow.” 

This was unexpected relief. I told her 
that her suggestion was perfectly satisfactory 
and she went to a desk and scribbled the 
address on a card. 

“Monday, then, sure.” She said to me 
with a smile that seemed to urge me out of 
the room. “I am sure you will be quite 
happy with us, Miss Gray. And thank 
you ever so much for coming.” 

Back in my shabby little room, I began 
to battle grimly with the problem of the 
references for Kathleen Gray. Deceit was 
necessary, but it would be harmless deceit. 
I knew in my heart that I was a satis- 
factory person for the position. And that, 
for me, was enough. 

So far as Mrs. Gardener herself was con- 
cerned, I had no doubt that references 
mattered scarcely at all, but there was her 
husband to consider. She had said he was 
particular about such things. I would have 
to get references from some place, and that 
was a task more difficult than the creation 
of Kathleen Gray. 
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The telephone downstairs rang. Our 
slatternly maid of all work came up and 
knocked on my door. Someone was call- 
ing me. It was, of all people, Kenneth 
Karby. 

“Miss Lane,” he said. “I want to see 
you. You have had time now, I think, to 
cool off. Won’t you be a good sport and 
let me talk to you for a little while?” 


N idea, like a streak of fire, sprang 
across my mind. Why not? The Karby 

family had injured me enough. Why not, 
now, use their name to my own advantage? 

“Yes, I want to see you,” I told Kenneth 
Karby with sudden decision. “Can you 
come down here immediately ?” 

Thirty minutes later we were together, 
sitting in a little neighborhood tea room. 

“You said yesterday that you might be 
willing to help me,” I reminded him. “If 
you were sincere I am going to give you 
a chance. Your father utterly ruined my 
name. As Savannah Lane I am a notorious 
creature. I want to live that down. I 
want to get rid of the name that he dragged 
in the mud. I have taken a new name, 
Kathleen Gray. A position has been offeicd 
me under that name. My past will not be 
known. I can start fresh at something that 
I want to do, but I must have references. 
Will you, on your office stationery and over 
your own signature, write a letter stating 
that Kathleen Gray has been in the employ 
of your firm for a year, that she is a 
competent, reliable person and thoroughly 
honorable ?” 

He looked at me thoughtfully. 

“That is a perfectly harmless request, if 
you’re on the square,” he said deliberately. 
“If you have any funny business in mind, 


however, it would be taking a dangerous 
responsibility.” 
“Correct,” I told him. “What do you 


want to do about it?” 

His mouth set in a firm straight line, and 
I stared back defiantly at his level eyes. 

“When you worked in my father’s office I 
was in the South, so I really know very 
little about you, Miss Lane. You might 
be any sort of a girl in the world and still! 
fool me. But I'll tell you what I'm going 
to do. I’m going to take a chance, Miss 
Lane.” 

“Miss Gray,” I corrected him. 

“I am going to take a chance and give 
you that letter. I will have it at your room- 
ing house the first thing in the morning. 
Now I want you to do the fair thing with 
me. Tell me where you are going, and what 
sort of work you are going to take up.” 

“So you can keep an eye on me?” I asked 
him coldly. 

“You can put it that way if you like, 
but it’s really because I am interested in 
you.” 

“But I am not interested in you,” I told 
him frankly. “I want no further connection 
with the Karby family, root or branch. I 
am giving you one chance to make amends 
in a very small way for your father’s ac- 
tions. You can do as you like about it. 
But I certainly am not going to keep up 
any connection, however indefinite, with you 
or your family.” 

The boy flushed and then, 
he smiled. 

“You don’t talk like a bad one,” he said. 
“And so help me, I don’t believe you are. 
I think you’re a darned nice girl, Miss Gray, 
and I'd like to know you better. But if 
you say no, I presume you mean no.” 

All at once I sensed that peculiar, un- 
mistakable vibration that always warns a 
woman when she has aroused deep feeling 
in a man. There is, I think, a subtle telep- 
athy between the sexes, a wordless re- 


surprisingly, 


sponse that always reveals itself. 

In the beginning, I sincerely believe Ken- 
neth Karby was interested in me _ solely 
because of my connection with his father; 
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now, a swift intuition told me that he was 
interested in me, personally. 

I was unmoved, unthrilled. Emotionally, 
I felt nothing. In common fairness I could 
not blame him for his family’s deeds; 
nevertheless, there seemed to be a wall be- 
tween us that nothing could break down. 

The total effect of all this was to give 
me a sense of annoyance which fell a little 
short of sheer disgust. Good looking young 
men with amorous intentions were common 
enough in New York to develop in any 
fairly attractive girl a more or less constant 
attitude of defense. 

“I think I will go home, now,” I told 
Kenneth Karby. “You say I may depend 
on you to send me the letter of reference 
in the morning?” 

“Absolutely, Miss Gray. This ends it for 
me, this is dismissal ?” 

I was keenly aware of my advantage. 

“You ought to understand by now, Mr. 
Karby, that I mean what I say,” I told him 
with a little feeling of satisfaction. 

But men are not so easily discouraged. 
I saw his chin set a bit, even though he was 
extremely polite. 

“As you wish, of course, Miss Gray.” 

We left the tea room and he accompanied 
me the few steps to my rooming house. 
That was all. The next morning, when I 
went downstairs, there was a long envelope 
addressed to Miss Savannah Lane. I opened 
it and found within a smaller envelope 
addressed to Miss Kathleen Gray and 
containing a letter over the signature of 
Kenneth Karby. It was the conventional 
letter of recommendation to a departing 
employee. Brief as it was, it served my 
purpose, and at once I mailed it out to Mrs. 
J. Arthur Gardener, at Zenith, Long Island. 

Several days of idleness were upon me. 
When I awoke in the morning I looked at 
the world through new eyes, through the 
eyes of Kathleen Gray. Somehow life 
seemed more precise, more clear-cut. Deep 
down inside me the wounds were closing, 
healing. I knew a scar would exist for- 
ever, but the pain was melting away. 

I had almost forgotten the twenty-five 
hundred dollars in bank notes concealed in 
my mattress—bribe money from John L. 
Karby. To Savannah Lane the sum had 
seemed important. In a vague sense I had 
come to consider it my own. 


UT Kathleen Gray would have none of 

it. She argued with me and told me 
that however I spent it, its influence would 
linger about me like unhealthy mist. Far 
better to stand, free and clear, on my own 
two feet, to drink deeply of the soul-satisfy- 
ing draught of pure independence. 

I ripped open the mattress, sealed and 
addressed the package, and without the 
slightest qualm, sent it back to John L. 
Karby. I am proud today that, even at 
that time, I was able to see things in a 
straight, clear light. 

Later on came days when I saw life and 
money from a different angle, when I be- 
came a different girl from the clear-eyed 
Kathleen Gray. When I sent the money 
back to John L. Karby I looked into the 
future and saw myself, romantically, as a 
shining figure of rather frigid honor. 

Monday found me at Zenith, Long Island. 
The Gardener chauffeur met me in a closed 
car, and I was driven a mile or so out into 
the country. Contrasted with my bleak 
home back in Pennsylvania, this place was 
a palace. The chauffeur carried my bag 
directly to the front entrance and Mrs. 
Gardener herself greeted me in the hall. 
My room was on the second floor at the far 
end of one wing; I had my own private 
bath of spotless white tile, with glistening 
fixtures. This was my first taste of luxurious 
living. 

A maid helped me unpack, and presently 
my luncheon was brought and placed on a 
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small table in my room. I asked the girl 
about the Gardener establishment. 

“They’ve got oodles of money,” she told 
me. “They’re all right in their way too. 
Good to their help. Mr. Gardener made 
his money in oil, they say, and Mrs. 
Gardener dragged him East. She's trying 
to break into society, you know, but they’re 
all right people at that, I guess.” 


WAS delighted to find how the personal- 


ity of Kathleen Gray slipped into this 
situation. She fitted like a hand in a glove. 
Her status was not that of a servant; she 


met the children. 

“Children,” said Mrs. Gardener, “this is 
Miss Gray, your new governess.” 

Gravely, they shook hands with me, these 
little things, with a formality of manner far 
beyond their years. Mrs. Gardener was just 
going out for the afternoon, and I was im- 
mediately left alone with Janie and little 
David. 

I had no instructions from their mother; 
by the terms of my employment she had, 
at a stroke, shifted all responsibility to my | 
inexperienced shoulders. 

Little David, after his mother had gone, 
looked at me _ with halting bashfulness. 
Then, suddenly, he rushed to me and threw 
his arms around my neck. 

“I like you,” he said in his soft, childish 
voice. 

“And I like you too, David,” I told him 
as I hugged him to me. 

Janie managed to get both of her arms 
around my waist. 

“You'll like me too, won't you?” she 
pleaded. “You'll like me just the same as 
you do David, won’t you Miss Gray?” 

Hungry, love-starved little things! Yes, | 
love-starved, the three of us. Some new 
emotion surged within me, and my eyes were 
filled with tears. | 


“You darlings!” I said. “I love you! 
both.” 
How quickly love flowered into full | 


bloom that first afternoon we were together! 
My first day at the Gardener home carried 
me into a new world. The children and I | 


found a shady bench on the lawn under a 
great spreading tree. New York, with its 
struggle and harshness, seemed a million miles 
away. We found some old school books | 
and I began working with their little minds. | 
Soon I was completely absorbed 
pleasure of teaching. Letter by letter ie 
spelled out simple words. 
Eager to please me, they responded with | 
childish enthusiasm to the task which be- | 
came more of a game than anything else. 
Then I saw their white-clad nurse coming 
across the lawn. 
“It’s three o’clock now, Miss Gray, and 
the children always take a nap at this time.” 
Reluctantly I surrendered them, and they 
left me with soft kisses on my face. After 
they were gone, a mild lonesomeness crept 
over me, but I was content to sit in the cool 
shade and relax. Presently, I thought of a 
shelf of books in my room, and walked 
slowly to the house. Inside the house I 
met, for the first time, an elderly woman 
with gray hair, a Mrs. Hanson the house- | 
keeper, whose duty it was to supervise the 
whole establishment. 
“Mrs. Gardener asked me to tell you, | 
Miss Gray, that you were to make your- 
self perfectly at home. If you require tea, | 
there is a bell in your room. You have the | 
privilege of using the swimming pool; but 
I would suggest, as a matter of tact, that 
you select hours when the family or guests 
are not using it.” 
The swift, intuitive impression came to 
me that Mrs. Hanson was, in reality, the 
source of authority in this rather elaborate 
household; that, quite possibly, she was Mrs. 


Gardener’s advisor in more ways than one. 
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was more of a guest than otherwise. Later | 
I went downstairs with Mrs. Gardener and |g 
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| well acquainted with the servants. 


| little. 


| Vet, 


I thanked her and went up to my room. - 


After dinner that night I saw the children 
again in the nursery for an hour or so, before 
they were put to bed. Of Mrs. Gardener 
and her husband I saw nothing, although 
the sound of voices on the first floor told 
me they were there with guests. If Mrs. 
Gardener had seen the children at all that 
day, I hardly know when it could have 
been. 

With minor variations the first day was 
the model of the life I lived for days that 
stretched into weeks. Without any effort 
on my part, I came inevitably to be fairly 
Neither 
a servant, a member of the family, nor a 
guest mine was, perhaps, the most difficult 
position in the house. Certainly it was 
the loneliest except, of course, for the as- 
sociation with Janie and little David. I 
grew to love them deeply, and they loved 


| me more than they did their own mother 


of whom they saw almost nothing. 
The servants treated me with uniform 
courtesy, but they were not the sort of 


| people with whom I could make friends. 


The butler, the chauffeur and a young work- 
man who looked after all of the mechanical 


| devices on the place, treated me with con- 


siderable politeness, even with interest. 

A dividing line, of course, separated me 
from them but in the case of these three 
men I sensed a restraint that was more 


| pronounced on their part than on mine. 


From time to time I saw them together, 
and somehow got the impression that they 
were secretly rather more intimate than their 
public manner would indicate. 


OF J. ARTHUR GARDENER, the nom- 
inal head of the household, I saw very 
Like his wife he seemed content to 
leave Janie and David entirely under my 


| supervision. 


The days drifted along pleasantly. There 
was a rumor among the servants that when 
winter came we were all to go to Florida, 
but nothing unsettled the smooth running 
household. Guests were continually coming 
and going; several times a week there would 
be dinner dances and parties, but these were 
distinctly remote from my life and the life 
of Janie and David. 

After the storm and strife of my unhappy 
scandal, this life was a still, peaceful cruise 
in untroubled waters. Day by day the two 
children and I drew closer together, and I 
consciously shut out all other interests in 
my life. My heart grew in tenderness for 
the little things. I was, I think, happier 
than I had ever been before in my life; I 
was a bruised and hunted thing that at 
last had found a safe retreat. 

Then, like the bursting of a bomb-shell, 
all of my security was shattered. 

Mr. Gardener walked out to me one day, 
when I was alone examining a rose-bush. 

“Miss Gray,” he said in his impersonal 
way, “if I remember rightly, you used to 
work for the Karby Real Estate and In- 
vestment Company.” 

I chilled suddenly. “Yes sir, I did.” 

“You knew Mr. Karby himself?” 

“Yes sir.” 

“Know much about him? I mean what 
sort of a man he is to do business with?” 

“I'm afraid I don’t, Mr. Gardener.” 

“Well, it doesn’t matter,” he said. ‘I’m 
going to put this place on the market and 
I am going to let Karby handle the sale 
of it. As a matter of fact, he is coming 
out with his wife over the week-end.” 

He strolled away, his mind preoccupied, 
I suppose, with business thoughts. For 
several minutes I did not move away from 
the rose-bush. 

The cruel irony of it almost made me ill. 
how naturally this catastrophe had 
come about. 


the biggest operators in Long Island real 
A large part of his business was the 
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estate. 


John L. Karby was one of - 


handling of magnificent estates like the 
Gardener place. 

Mr. Gardener had said the 
were coming over the week-end, and | 
realized suddenly that today was Saturday 
Then they were coming today! ; 

I was in a panic. If either of the Karbys 
saw me and disclosed my identity to the 
Gardeners, I would almost certainly be dis. 
missed. My imagination got the better of 
me, and my heart wrenched painfully at the 
thought of separation from Janie and little 
David. Not only that, but my hurt had 
been so severe that I shrank almost physic. 
ally from the thought of again facing the 
harsh, bruising realities of the outside world. 
I was happy here. My heart was at peace, 
I was a storm-driven ship safe, at last, in 
harbor! 

Happily, a ray of hope came to me. In 
the past I had seen almost nothing of the 
Gardener guests and, with luck, 1 might, 
over the week-end, avoid the Karbys, 
Gradually, as I became more composed, | 
tried to evolve a plan of seclusion. My 
health had been perfect, yet there was no 
reason why I could not plead a temporary 
illness and keep to my room until they 
were gone. 

Yes, that was it! My common sense told 
me that the chances were one hundred to 
one that the Karbys would never even 
suspect the notorious Savannah Lane of 
being under the same roof with them. 

Nevertheless an unsettled spot of fear, 
like an icy area, remained in my breast 
torturing me with uncertainty. It was dif- 
ficult to get my mind off the menace that 
had suddenly come upon me; the more | 
thought of it the greater it grew. The hour 
when I took the children, for the afternoon, 
out into a summer house on the lawn, was 
approaching. I realized this as I glanced out 
the window at a large motor car which 
was coming up the drive. 

It was the Karbys! 

The Gardeners came out of the house to 
greet them. I had time to note, before I 
drew away from the window, that young 
Kenneth Karby had not come with his 
father and mother. 

I went at once to the little desk in my 
room and wrote a note to Mrs. Gardener, 
telling her that I had a severe headache, 
and asking her to allow the children to re- 
main with their nurse. A maid carried the 
note for me, and presently came back with 
the word that Mrs. Gardener had said it 
would be quite all right for the nurse to 
take charge of the children. 

A little thrill of success came over me. I 
have often heard it said that no one can 
plan a perfect crime. This strategy of 
mine was not a crime, of course, yet there 
was a weak link in my plans. I had not 
foreseen its most probable defect. 

Before an hour had passed the children 
were in my room. 


T= nurse had told them of my supposed 
illness and, childlike, they had _ insisted 
upon coming to visit me. As always, their 
childish sweetness worked a spell over me, 
and I forgot my fears temporarily. The 
nurse, a dull German girl, asked me if she 
might leave the room for a few minutes, 
and I gave her permission. 

The three of us were left alone in my 
room in a remote part of the house. Here, 
I thought, there was practically no danget 
of seeing the Karbys. Outside on the lawn 
I most certainly would have encountered 
them. 

A knock sounded on my door. I called 
out for whoever it was to enter. 

The door swung open, and Mr. Gardenet 
came into the room followed by John L 
Karby! 

“Miss Gray, I think you know Mr 
Karby,” Mr. Gardener said. “Used to wort 
for him, didn’t you?” 
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her ‘Although 
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Karby looked at me as though he were 
seeing a ghost. 

“Miss Gray? Gray?” he said in a startled 
voice. 

Desperation welled up in my bosom, and 
I looked him straight in the eye. 

“I was employed by your firm some time 
ago, Mr. Karby. Perhaps you don't re- 
member me,” I said. 

“You said the name was Gray?” 

“Kathleen Gray. I am the governess here 
for Mr. Gardener’s children now,” I told him 
with what calmness I could summon. 

Mr. 


former employee. 

“Now, Mr. Karby,” he said, “this room 
is one used either for a guest, or perhaps, 
a governess. It has a private bath and, as 
you see, it is well furnished. I want you 
to see the whole house, every room, so that 
you will know in detail exactly what this 
property represents. Now across. the 
hall—” 

Mr. Gardener stepped to the door, his 
mind already a blank so far as I was con- 
cerned. His whole attention was centered 


in showing the property to his real estate | 


agent. 

Karby’s eyes had never left my _ face. 
The man was utterly astonished and, I think, 
shocked. He said not a word to me; in- 


any of Mr. Gardener’s remarks while he 
was in the room. Almost immediately they 
were out, and I had closed the door behind 
them 

Every nerve was quivering. I rang for 
the maid, and because I wanted to be alone, 
sent the children with her to their nurse. 

Even now, I cannot imagine why Karby 
told his wife of my presence in that house 
but that was what he did! 

Perhaps it was because he feared she 
might discover me herself and suspect him 
of collusion. In all probability it was he 
who had established acquaintance with the 
Gardeners, and with her temperament she 
might easily have suspected him of using 


Gardener, in his preoccupied way | 
hardly noticed what seemed an insignificant | 
interchange between a busy man and a) 


|deed I do not recall that he even answered | 


this visit as a means for meeting me again. | 


That may have prompted him, in a spirit of 


self-defense, to disarm her jealousy with the | 


staggering announcement that I was in the 
Gardener household under the alias of Kath- 
leen Gray. It would make him appear so 
innocent ! 

All I know is that, within the hour, Mrs. 
Karby herself came to my room. 

“So we meet again, Miss Lane!” 


HAD to face her and I did. “Yes, we 

meet again, Mrs. Karby,” I said. 

“The name now, I believe, is Gray in- 
stead of Lane?” 

“Yes.” 

“Are your employers aware of the de- 
ception ?” 

Her voice and her eyes were stern and 
forbidding. Behind this mask I could sense 
the cause of her ill will.. For a brief time 
her husband had been interested in me. The 
thorn of jealousy was buried deep in her 
heart, and would remain there forever. 

“Mr. and Mrs. Gardener do not know 
that I am Savannah Lane,” I said. “They 
will never know it from me. Are you going 
to expose me, Mrs. Karby?”’ 

I asked her the question as bravely as I 
could. My heart was fearful, but pride 
forbade any humility before this woman. 
Mrs. Karby stood regarding me, coolly con- 
scious that she held all the trumps. 

“T should like to know your purpose, Miss 
Lane, in assuming a name other than your 
own, and establishing yourself in a house- 
hold of this character?” 

“To get rid of the connection with your 
name!” I told her with some heat. “The 
association was never a pleasant one for me, 
and I thought I would have a better chance 
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| perately unhappy. 


| ously upholstered chair. 


| apartment. 


Mr. and Mrs. Gardener 


by dropping it. 
That, I 


seem satisfied with my services. 
believe, is sufficient.” 

“You have nothing to gain by impudence, 
Miss Lane!” John L. Karby’s wife told me 
tartly. “As a matter of justice to the 
Gardener family, I suppose I should go to 
them at once and tell them the whole truth. 
I don't say I intend doing that; but I may, 
unless I am satisfied that your employment 
here does not have some hidden meaning 
in it.” 


RADUALLY I began to boil, but I held 
my tongue. One insult, more or less— 
what did it matter? 

“I don’t wonder you change color, Miss 
Lane,” she went on. ‘May I presume to ask 
you if you were acquainted with Mr. Gar- 
dener before you came out here?’ 

“You have me at a disadvantage, and 
you know it!” I told her. “I’m very happy 
here, and I’m living down the scandal your 
husband brought on me. I’m doing a decent 
amount of good in the world by taking care 
of these neglected little children of the 
Gardeners. Your question about Mr. Gar- 
dener is an insult and you meant it to be! 
I did not know him before I came here; 
I see no one but the children, and if you 
have a spark of understanding or kindness 
in your heart, you won’t persecute me any 
further!” 

No one, hearing me, could have doubted 
the sincerity of my statement. Mrs. Karby’s 
eyes did not change expression. 

“There may be some truth in what you 
she admitted grudingly. “You will 


say,” 
understand, please, that I have no desire 
to hound you. I shall find out, indirectly, 


perhaps, whether you have lied to me or 
not. If you have told the truth you may 
rest assured that I will not put a straw in 
your way.” 

She turned and left the room. 

All of my life I have observed that life 
is a cluster of events. At auction-bridge 
there is a run of the cards, a train of good 
luck or bad, which is entirely independent 
of the skill of the player. Troubles never 
come singly. Good things, too, come in 
bunches. When a run of fortune, fair or 
foul, starts, there seems no stopping it. 

The spell of the Karby family, the per- 
verse ill luck of that association, was still 
upon me. I stood alone in my room, des- 
I was at the mercy of 
Mrs. Karby, and something of her presence 
lingered in the room after she had gone. A 
chilling wraith of a personality that bore 
me no good will! 

She had stood there, beside that luxuri- 
Irresistibly, some- 
thing drew me over to the spot. 

There, down on the cushion of the seat, 
with a broken clasp, was the tiny diamond 
studded wrist-watch she had worn. It was 
ticking steadily! 

The thing seemed alive, endowed with 
some spark of antagonistic feeling. The 
disturbing thought came to me that pos- 
sibly Mrs. Karby had dropped the watch 
as a test of my honesty. Perhaps she sought 
to trap me and bring about my downfall 
at the Gardeners. 

I picked the thing up and examined it. 
The clasp of the band really was broken. 
Common sense came to my rescue and I 
realized that, of course, this was purely an 
accident. Mrs. Karby was not a woman 
given to melodrama. Nevertheless, I de- 
cided to take no chances. I would trust 
no one to return the watch. With my own 
hands I meant to give it back to her. 

I went out into the hall, and, meeting a 
maid, inquired the location of the Karby’s 
The girl directed me to their 
quarters in my own wing, and on the same 


floor. As I turned the corner Oliver, the 
butler, moved soft-footedly away from a 
' door. I had a quick impression that he had 
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been standing there listening, but the feeling 


was so shadowy ‘that it 
scarcely at all. 

“Are Mr. and Mrs. Karby in there?” | 
asked him. 

“Mrs. Karby has just gone in alone, | 
believe,” Oliver said. He looked at me 
keenly with his large, deferential eyes under 
dark, heavy lids. 

I knocked on Mrs. Karby’s door. 

“Who is it?” 

“This is Miss Gray. 
moment ?” 

The knob turned, and Mrs. Karby 
before me. “What is it, please?” 

“This.” I held out her watch. 

The surprise on her face was too genuine 
to be assumed. The dinner hour was ap- 
proaching, and she was in a silk negligee 
preparing to dress. Directly behind her I 
caught a glimpse of jewels spread out on her 
dressing table, a confused impression of 
pearls and the flash of diamonds. 

“Where did you get it?” 

“It must have dropped from your wrist, 
Mrs. Karby. I found it in the chair you 
were standing by.” 

“Thank you very much, Miss Gray.” 

“You're entirely welcome.” I turned 
away and started toward my room. Fora 
moment she hesitated in the doorway and 
then stepped out into the hall, closing the 
door behind her. 

“Just a moment, Miss Gray. I want to 
thank you for returning this watch, and I 
want to say something else to you, also. 
Of course a little incident like this is no 
true test of character. I should have dis- 
covered the loss of the watch immediately, 
and naturally would have suspected that I 
had dropped it in your room.” 

“I understand, Mrs. Karby,” I 


impressed me 


May I come in a 


stood 


said 


frigidy. ‘“‘You mean to say that you are 
not giving me credit for even common 
honesty !” 


“Not at all, young woman,” she returned. 
“IT assume you are honest enough about 
such things. I don’t want you to think this 
little episode has swayed me in the slightest, 
but I have decided to give you your chance 
here. I have been thinking over our con- 
versation, and I do not want to be in the 
position of obstructing your effort to reform. 
I am going to say nothing to the Gardeners!” 


Y EFFORTS to reform! I choked down 

my wrath at her persistent attitude 
that I was a bad character. She assumed, and 
expected me to admit, I suppose, that I had 
been a bad girl! The slightest act of con- 
sideration on her part rested on the as- 
sumption that she was extending generosity 
to a culprit. Yet I had to swallow it. 

“I am obliged to you. Is there anything 
further you wish to say to me?” 

“There is, young woman. Be careful in 
the future to keep out of trouble. You 
have a natural inclination in the wrong di- 
rection, and it will bring you great unhappi- 
ness unless you make every effort to curb 
it.’ 

I turned away from her indignantly and 
there was the sound of her door closing 
behind my back. 

For an instant my progress back to my 
room was halted as I stopped to pick up 
my handkerchief which had dropped from 
my nerveless hand as I had stood talking to 
Mrs. Karby. As I stooped to pick it up I 
heard, from inside her room, a faint muffled 
cry of alarm. She jerked the door open, 
and rushed out into the hall. Her face was 
pale, her eyes burning. 

“My jewelry! It’s gone from the dress- 
ing table! Somebody was in my room 4 
minute ago. I heard them leave and lock 
a door behind them!” 

“Why, that’s impossible!” I gasped. 

Her eyes blazed at me. “While you were 
talking to me!” she explained heatedly. 
“You came to my door and rapped. Just 
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as I went back | heard another door inside 
my room close and lock.” 
“You had better ring for someone!” I told 


She pressed a button with excited fingers, 
and I was sure she scarcely knew what she 
did. 
“It was there!’’ she said, reentering the 
room and pointing to a door in the wall. 
“[ heard it close and lock.” 

I went into the room, myself, and tried 
the door of a closet next the outside wall, 
overlooking the garden. It was locked. 

“But, Mrs. Karby, that is impossible,” I 
told her. “This door is locked.” 

“I know it,” she snapped, “but whoever 
got my jewels went out that door!” 

“Was it unlocked before?” I asked her. 

“I don’t know! I never used that closet, 
if it is a closet! Do you know where that 


“T'll see. 

We went swiftly to the hall, turned an 
angle outside the room that brought us to 
the broad opening at the head of a stair 
case. 

Beside an open window stood Oliver, the 
butler. A hinged screen was slightly ajar, 
and he was withdrawing a hand as though 
he had been reaching out of the window. 
At his back, set in the side of a wall, was 
a door leading, I imagined, to a service 
closet off the hall. 

“Oliver!” I cried. ‘There has been a 
robbery! Does that door behind you con- 
nect with Mrs. Karby’s room?” 

Oliver’s brows raised slightly, but there 
was no excitement in his voice. 

“I believe it does, Miss Gray. It’s a short 
passage, a hallway, which has been used, I 


believe, to store trunks for whoever hap- 

pened to be occupying these connecting 
” 

rooms. 


He calmly closed the screen, and slipped 
the little latch in its place. 

“Did anyone come out of that door and 
pass you?” Mrs. Karby demanded nervously. 

No, Madame,” Oliver said. “I can swear 
to that. But I must confess a trifling in- 
discretion on my own part. A momentary 
desire to smoke a cigarette came over me, 
and I did a thing which I almost never do 
when I am in service. I paused for a 
moment by this window for a quiet smoke, 
quite sure that no one would see me. I 
took several puffs, and was just throwing 
the end of the cigarette out the window 
when you came upon me. I regret to con- 
fess this, but fortunately it enables me to 
assure you that no one, in the last few 
minutes, has come out that door.” 


T THAT instant the maid came up, and 
Mrs. Karby turned to her command- 

‘Call my husband and Mr. Gardener 
at once!” she said. ‘Tell them I have been 
robbed!” The girl, with a startled face, 
scooted away. 

Mrs. Karby turned to Oliver, her face hard 
and set. “If no one has come out that door, 
whoever was in my room is still hiding 
inside that passage. I distinctly heard them 
leave my room and enter what I supposed 
to be a disused closet.” 

Oliver bowed slightly, put his hand on 
the knob of the door and tried it. It was 
locked. 

“If there is any one inside, Madame,” he 
said, “they will be captured at once, unless 
of course they have slipped out into your 
room while we have been here talking and 
made their escape in that direction.” 

“Miss Gray,’ Mrs. Karby said to me. 
“Go into my room and try that door. See 


ingly. 


‘if it’s still locked.” 


I obeyed her instantly. The door_was still 
locked. Without leaving the room, I went 


to the outer door and called this information 
to her. 

“Stay right there and watch!” she ordered 
“The men will be here in a minute.” 


me. 


1 heard her speaking to Oliver. “And I 
want you to stay right here too!” 


“Certainly, Madame.” 


R. KARBY and Mr. Gardener came 
hurrying up the stairs to listen, dumb- 
foundedly, to Mrs. Karby’s story. 

“You say both ends of the passage are 
locked?” Mr. Gardener said in amazement. 
“And you, Oliver, you happened to be 
standing right here, so no one could pass 
you?” 

“That is correct,” the butler said as I 
joined the crowd, drawn irresistibly by my 
interest in their conversation. “I have been 
standing here several minutes; long enough, 


certainly, to have seen any one had they | 


come out. 
say these things occurred in a very few 
minutes, if any one left her room by the 
inner door it is certain they are still in this 


passage.” 

His tone, somehow, seemed to imply 
subtly that Mrs. Karby might have been 
mistaken. She caught this and I could see 


her resent it. 

“I am not mistaken at all,” she said. 

“The jewels are of considerable value?” 
Oliver asked her. 

“They’re worth fifteen to twenty thousand 
dollars!” Mr. Karby snapped. ‘Gardener, 
hadn't you better ring for the police?” 

“I certainly had!” Mr. Gardener de- 
clared, astonishment still coloring his voice. 
“I never heard of such a thing. In my 
house! It’s unbelievable!” 

Again Oliver spoke up, as calm as before. 
“May I say a word te you, sir, since you 
are my employer? [ am not quite so stupid 
as not to see that I may be suspected in 
this matter. It can easily be assumed that 
I had a pass key and was the one to enter 


Mrs. Karby’s room. The fact that I was 
discovered outside this door makes it all 
the more suspicious. In justice to myself, 


sir, I demand that I be searched now and 
immediately. I wish at once to establish 
my own innocence. If I had taken the 
stones, the time is too short for me to have 
gotten rid of them. May I suggest, sir, 
that you and Mr. Karby take me into a 
room and search me thoroughly?” 

“You bet your life you'll be searched 
thoroughly!” John L. Karby said in a 
grating voice. 

Other servants began to group on the 
stairs, their faces startled with excitement 
and interest. Mrs. Hanson, the housekeeper, 
appeared and Mr. Gardener ordered her at 
once to summon the police. 

“There are only two explanations of this,” 
he said. “One is that Oliver took the 
jewelry, and the other is that another per- 
son, who is still concealed in the passage, 
has it. We will find out very quickly.” 

Again it was Oliver, with his unruffled 
manner, who spoke. 

“If you will allow me, sir,” he said to 
Mr. Gardener, “there is another angle of 


As I understand Mrs. Karby to , 
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| Name 


this that I suggest be investigated at once. | 


I have confessed to the ladies that I was 
unfortunately, or fortunately, guilty of an 
indiscretion. I stopped for a few minutes 
in this secluded spot to smoke a cigarette, 
which I had just finished as Mrs. Karby and 
Miss Gray came upon me. I had, in fact, 
just thrown the end of it out the window. 
Later on, when everyone is calmer, that 
fact may recur to them and possibly some 
one might think I had thrown the stolen 
property out the window with a view to 
recovering it later myself. May I suggest, 
sir, that you send some one down to look 
beneath the window? I think you should 
do this because I am very naturally inter- 
ested in clearing myself of the slightest 
suspicion.” 

His voice was so honest, and his manner 
so open, that he created a distinct impres- 
sion of innocence. Yet, as I studied his 
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face, there was something too smooth there, 
too bland. 

“Mr. Karby, will you go down at once 
and look thoroughly under the window?” 
Mr. Gardener said. 

Karby at once went downstairs, and Mr. 
Gardener sent one of the maids to summon 
several men from about the premises. 

“I will have those doors open in a min- 
ute,” he said, “and see if any one is hiding 
there.” 

It was Oliver who urged that the men 
arm themselves before forcing the passage, 
in the event that an armed criminal was 
in hiding. This was done and, in a very 
few minutes, Mr, Gardener himself, with a 
key from the housekeeper, opened the door 
while the young mechanic from the garage 
and the family driver stood behind him with 
drawn revolvers. The passage was, of 
course, empty. 

Simultaneously, Karby came tramping up 
the stairs. 

“There is no jewelry lying around on the 
ground below that I could find,” he reported. 
“Around one of the bushes, in the damp 
earth, were a few tracks of a man’s shoes, 
but that was all.” 

“The gardener’s, 
gested. 

We all looked at each other blankly; all 
except Mrs. Karby, whose eyes seemed to 
center on me. 

“It was the cleverest thing I ever heard 
of,” she said musingly. “Miss Gray, here, 
rapped at my door and held me in con- 
versation for a few minutes—” 

My employer almost rudely interrupted 
her with an impatient gesture of his hand. 
“I suggest you save all that and tell it to 
the police, Mrs. Karby,” he said abruptly. 
“They will be here very shortly, I am sure.” 

“I certainly shall tell it all to the police,” 
she told him with a snap of her jaw, her eyes 
still studying me. 

Despite my innocence I felt that I must 
look guilty. Behind the woman's excite- 
ment I felt that her deep-seated dislike of 
me must be feeding the false suspicion in 
her mind. 

At Mr. Gardener's suggestion, we went to 
our rooms; the servants to their accustomed 
duties. The men, I heard later, searched 
Oliver but found nothing. Alone, once 
more, my nerves began to throb with un- 
certainty. On top of the strain of the Kar- 
by’s presence, this too awful incident was 
bringing me to the verge of a nervous up- 
heaval. 

In my own mind, confused as it was, the 
solution was not hard to find. There was 
mystery of course, but it was slight. Oliver 


no doubt,” Oliver sug- 


was the guilty man. He had loitered abo 
Mrs. Karby’s room awaiting his chance 
While I was talking to her in the hall, fy 
had unlocked the passage, slipped into her 
room, taken the jewels, glided out locking 
the door behind him. We had almost seen 
him throw them out the window. Almog §} 
certainly I could have sworn a confederate 
had been waiting below, or hiding behind { 
a bush, to receive them. This, of course j 
was sheer conjecture; but it was the only 
explanation that seemed at all logical. ~ 
And I had been the unwitting tool of th 
thieves. Had I plotted with them, I could Mf 
have played no more useful part than chance 
had thrust upon me. j 
No mental telepathy was necessary for me ff 
to read Mrs. Karby’s mind. I could imagine J] 
with bitter reality what she was thinking, \ 
Already I was more than guilty in her § 
estimation. And yet she was the one person J 
who could save me. She was the one who # 
could shield me from suspicion by the way ' 
in which she told her story to the officers, 
Fear ran with an icy current through my 
veins, and for the first time in my life 
quenched my pride. I had to see Mrs, 
Karby at once! -She was the only one who 
could save me! 


I YANKED open the door of my roomf 
and sped down the hall. Once more | { 
rapped at her door, and once more she ff 
opened it. Her husband was downstairs 
with Mr. Gardener. 

“Mrs. Karby, you must let me see you! 
You must let me talk to you!” I cried. 
“You don’t think I stole your jewelry, do 
you? Tell me you know I didn’t!” 

“I know nothing of the kind,” she re-§ 
peated. “It was a most singular coin-f, 
cidence about that watch. You called me 
to my door and held me in conversation at i 
the exact moment my room was robbed. If] 
do not say you were implicated, but I dojq 
say that the whole thing points strongly tof 
your guilt. The police, I imagine, will have} 
plenty to say to you.” 

“Are you going to tell them my ae 
name ?” 

“I certainly am, Miss Lane. Why should 
I lie to protect you?” } 

“Do you know what this will mean tof 
me?” I asked her. 

“Do you know what it means to me tof 
lose fifteen thousand dollars’ worth oj 
jewelry ?” she demanded harshly. ' 

I turned away from her in despair. My 
foreboding of evil was all too real to beg 
dismissed as imagination. Disaster hung 
over me like a dark cloud; catastrophe wal 
at hand. I felt it in the air, I breathed 
it in my lungs. 


| i TAKES so slight a jar sometimes to precipitate a landslide! Yesterday I 


“What do you think I’ve been doing?” 
I asked, heatedly. 
That night, as soon as I could get away 


for a walk with me. He wanted to drop 
into the movies, but I objected. I wanted 
to talk to him seriously, for in two days 
the first team would be leaving Lissom 


Springs, and I knew that if he didn’t show 
great improvement right away, he would 
leave a day later with the second team. I 
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My Bush-League Lover 


[Continued from page 47] 


from my cage, I made George Blaine go- 


thought I had found peace and happiness at last; today I faced greater un 

happiness than I had ever contemplated and I faced it absolutely alone. Why, 

oh, why did those hated Karbys have to cross my path again? Hadn't they hurt 

me enough? In June Smart Set I will tell you what happened when I tried to 
avenge my own wrongs. 


had grown to know that that is the begin 
ning of the long journey back to wherev 
the recruit came from. 
“You're not pitching as well as you cam, 
I said. f 
“What's the difference ?” George asked. 
“Why don’t you want to make good wi 
the Trojans?” 
“What’s the difference?” he asked aga 
I grew indignant at this attitude. 
“You're downright lazy, George Blaine, 
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Blaine, 


I said. I was really angry by this time. 
“Reckon I told you that about myself.” 
“You did, but that’s no excuse. Why 

did you come down here if you didn’t want 

to make good?” 

“Reckon I wanted the trip,” he grinned. 

Then seeing how serious I was, he became 

serious himself. “Maybe I can make you 


see how I feel, Miriam,” he went on. 
“This here baseball don’t mean much to 
me, exceptin’ I like to play it some. You 


see, my pop’s got plenty for me, an’ I don’t 
have to worry none about makin’ money. 
So, if I like to play, I do, but I ain’t aimin’ 
to work myself to death over any game.” 

“That’s just an excuse for laziness,” I 
said. 

“Reckon you might be right there,” he 
agreed. 

My indignation flamed afresh at this. 

“You're impossible,” I told him. 

“Reckon you may be right,” he answered, 
courteously. “Ain’t it about time we turned 
back towards the hotel?” 


\ E WALKED back in silence, even 
; though my heart cried out that I was 
being silly; that it made no difference to me | 
whether George Blaine was lazy or not. | 
Something, deep within me, whispered that 
I loved him; that it was not for me to 
judge the boy, but only to comfort him | 
through success or failure, for as long as he 
might want me by his side. But I stifled 
those soft promptings, because I did not 
want to encourage him in his indifference. 

It had suddenly become a challenge to 
me, this indifference, I wanted to shake 
him out of it. For his own sake, more 
than mine, I wanted him to become the 
success he had it in him to be. I really 
wasn't selfish about it for the selfish im- 
pulse in me was to smile and be friends 
with him. I craved to tell him that it made 
no difference to me what he did, which was 
the truth. 

As we stepped on the porch, he bade me 
good-night courteously. 

“This will be good-by,” I said. “I never 
could endure a man who was so spineless.” 

“Reckon you might change your mind 
sometime. Leastways, I hope so,” he an- 
swered and was gone. 

That night I cried myself to sleep again. 

I did not see George Blaine next day, 
because I did not have time to get to the 
baseball grounds. In the evening he came 
to my cage and asked me ii I would go to 
the movies with him. 

“I'm too busy,” I said. 

“Ll look for you when I get back. You 
might be more forgiving then,” he told me, 
his smile just as friendly as ever. 

The moment he was gone, I was sorry | 
for letting him go, but I felt that my action 
was for the best. If I let him worry 
through the hour or so he would spend in 
the movies, maybe he would be more in a} 
mood to listen to me later on. This resolve 
was strengthened by the remark Bill Mullins | 
made to Artie Schwartz as they stopped | 
for their after-dinner cigars. 

“I’ve decided to pitch Blaine tomorrow 
afternoon against the regulars. If he goes 
the route, he sticks with the first team. 
Otherwise, he’s through.” 

“I hope he goes the route, chief,’ Artie 
answered. 

“Even if he doesn't, if he’d just show 
some signs of fight, if he’d just get sore at 
somebody, or try to dust somebody off, | 
instead of being so infernally good-natured, | 
I'd take him along,” Mullins added. 

“He is too good-natured,” Schwartz | 
agreed, with a sigh of regret. 

I was sitting idly on the porch, waiting | 
for George Blaine’s return, although I told | 
myself occasionally that I was just sitting | 
there because I wanted a breath of air, | 
when Bradley Lord sauntered over to me. | 

“Lovely night, Miriam,” he said. 
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Bradley Lord was one of the handsomest 
men playing major league baseball and, be- 
cause of this, maybe a bit spoiled. Not too 
greatly spoiled, of course. He hadn’t lost 
all the nice freshness he had had as a re- 
cruit a few seasons back, but women smiled 
too easily on him for his own good. He 
was not married. He used to say he wasn’t 
going to be because I wouldn’t have him. 
I wouldn’t but then he had never inquired 
whether I would, or not. 


URS was one of those taken-for-granted 

friendships. If, during any training sea- 
son, I needed a man to squire me to a 
dance, or escort me to the movies, I had 
only to nod at Bradley and he would oblige. 
And he always knew he could count on me 
to fill out at any affair, without my getting 
a false notion into my head that he was 
rushing me. 

Now, as he perched himself on the railing, 
he went on: “Deserted tonight ?” 

“Worse than that; jilted.” I adopted the 
defense of exaggerating to conceal my hurt. 

“Really, honest-to-goodness jilted?” he 
pressed. 

“Cross-my-heart jilted,” I answered. 

“That Blaine boy hasn’t got big league 
judgment either,” Bradley Lord said, 
slowly; and then, after a pause. “I’m rest- 
less and you are, too, Miriam, and it’s a 
lovely night. What say if we take a little 
spin in the old bus?” 

Resentment, I imagine, quickens one’s 
thinking, as does almost any other emotion. 
“We'll see whether you'll find me waiting 
faithfully for your return, Mr. Blaine,” I 
told myself. Aloud, I said, “I'd love to, 

rad.” 


The concrete road beyond Lissom Springs 
was a slim ribbon of silver in the sheen 
of the moon. Brad Lord’s big car purred 
along with the unending satisfaction of a 
contented cat. He was driving slowly, 
serenely, because we were not going any- 
where in particular. Just there and back. 

We spoke little and what we had to say 
was chiefly reminiscent: the songs, the 
stories, the dances, the joys and the worries 
of other years. 

At last, Bradley brought his car down to 
a standstill, on the narrow road. 

“You know, Miriam,” he said, in very 
matter-of-fact tone, “if I was the marrying 
kind, you're the girl I would ask, but it’s 
not in me to make any woman happy.” 

“I know, Brad,’ I answered, lightly. 
“You’re one of those men who must com- 
fort the whole female sex, instead of con- 
centrating on one representative of it.” 

He laughed at this. 

“That’s a large order you’re giving me.” 

He let the clutch in again, and the car 
started, but soon it began to miss. You 
could hear the popping sound in the 
cylinders. 

“Guess the old bus needs overhauling,” 
said Bradley. The missing became more 
frequent and, at last, the car stopped al- 
together. 

“Something wrong with some dohinkus 
or other,” Brad said. He climbed out good- 
naturedly and for a time was lost in the 
shadows of the raised hood. Then he 
walked to the back of the car. I heard 
him fumbling with the cover of the gas- 
tank feed. Presently he came to me, shak- 
ing his head. 

“Nothing wrong except that we’re out of 
gas,” he said. “Isn’t that a fine dumb trick 
for the smartest outfielder in the league to 
pull ?” 

“Never mind,” I consoled him. “Some- 
body’ll be along soon and we'll be able to 
borrow some.” 

“You're an optimist,” he told me. “As I 
remember, we passed only two cars on the 
way out. Maybe we won’t see another for 
a couple of hours.” 

“Well, I've got nothing to get back for 


136 


anyway,” I replied, but my heart leaped a 
bit at this. I did want to get back before 
George Blaine went to bed. I wanted, 
wanted badly to see him. Tomorrow would 
be his last day, tonight his last night jp 
Lissom Springs. Still there was no use 
making a disagreeable situation worse, | 
could only hope that someone would be 
along soon to lend us some gas. 

It was an hour before somebody did stop 
who could help us. The first car which 
passed disregarded our hail altogether, as 
did the second. The third stopped, but 
could spare no gas. The fourth managed 
to give us a couple of gallons, and the mere 
feeding of them into our tank through a 
thin bit of rubber hose required fifteen 
minutes. 

Bradley Lord stepped heavily on the ac- 
celerator then and burned the road back 
to Lissom Springs, but for-.all his efforts it 
was after one o'clock when we reached 
the hotel. The porch seemed deserted when 
we walked up the few stairs, but out of 
the shadows a figure came and confronted 
me. It was George Blaine, transfigured; a 
George I had never seen. He was towering 
and blazing with anger and his voice was 
husky with emotion. 

“So that’s why you wouldn’t go to the 
movies with me,” he challenged. ‘“Reckon 
I’ve been a fool to think I could make my- 
self agreeable to a girl who has the run of 
the famous ball players.” 

“Steady, there, Blaine,” Bradley Lord 
cautioned. “You’re making a fool of your- 
self, but not the way you think.” 

“I reckon I need no advice from you, 
Mr. Lord,” George Blaine said. “From what 
I've learned about you you’re a heap-side 
more successful soothing ladies than you're 
going to be soothing me.” 

“I have no intention of soothing bush 
leaguers,” Bradley Lord flung back. 

The air was tense now -with anger. I 
feared that any noise would result in one 
of the club scouts, or even Bill Mullins 
himself, discovering us there, more than 
two hours after the appointed bedtime for 
the players. Such a breach of training 
rules would not help George Blaine any, 
although it would not get Bradley Lord 
into any deep trouble. 


E CAN talk about this i in the morn- 
ing, if it is necessary,” I said. 

“Reckon there'll be nothing to talk about 
in the morning,” said George Blaine. 
“You'll have time by then to fix yourself 
up a nice excuse, but it won’t change my 
opinion any.” 

“And what might your opinion be?” de- 
manded Bradley Lord. 

“Out of respect for the lady’s sex, al- 
though she has forfeited what respect I had 
for her personally, I reckon I won’t put my 
opinion into words. It shouldn't be neces- 
sary.” 

“Your opinion can’t matter to me one 
way or other, George Blaine,” I answered. 

“Look here, bush leaguer,” Bradley Lord 
interposed. “I don’t see why you should 
be entitled to any explanations, but since 
you’ve got such a rotten mind, I'll give you 
one. I took the lady out for a ride in 
order to ask her what I always wanted to 
ask her, to be my wife. And when you're 
back in the sticks, busher, remember that.” 

George Blaine bowed his head as though 
he had been hit with a heavy club. He 
stammered, huskily, before he could speak, 
and I was so aghast I could not say 4 
word. 

“Reckon I owe you both an apology,” 
George Blaine mumbled, at last. “I can't 
be much more than a busher, at that, but 
I hope you'll take a busher’s wishes fot 
your joy and continued happiness,” 

He turned like a beaten soul and dis 
appeared. Bradley Lord looked at me in 
a deep silence. I was trembling like a leaf. 
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“That goes, Miriam,” he said, at last. 

“Don’t be silly, Bradley,” I sobbed. “It’s 
nice of you to want to make an honest 
woman of me, but you know it isn’t neces- 
sary. 

“I mean it, though, ” he said. “You might 
think it over. 

“Thanks for the buggy ride, Bradley, and 
good night,” I told him. “That’s a nice 
gesture of yours, but it would make both of 
us very unhappy if we went through with 

“You’re the boss,” he told me, “but don’t 
forget the contract is open any time you 
want to sign up with my club.” 

As I started towards the door, he caught 
my arm and detained me a minute. 

“Look here,” he exclaimed. “If you’re in 
love with that busher, I'll go and give him 
the lowdown on the whole thing. I'll square 

I turned quickly towards him. 

“And confirm his worst suspicions?” I 
asked. “If you say one word to George 
Blaine about this, I'll never, never speak 
to you again as long as I live.” 

“You're the boss,” he said, again, softly. 
Then he lifted my hand gently and pressed 
it to his lips. I knew when he was doing 
it, that he did it so well because of long 
practice, but it was so gentle, so tender an 
act, that it stirred into a flood the well of 
tears already trembling in my eyes. I ran 
to the door and scrambled upstairs. 

I was the most miserable girl in all Texas, 
if not in all the world. 

Next night the Trojans first team would 
be leaving, within two hours after the prac- 
tice game was concluded, and the rookies 
would track off behind the following morn- 
ing. Once again Lissom Springs would be 
a dead, dreary place; and this time it would 
not be merely the departure of the gang 
which would wring my heart. The one man 
I wanted; the one who was the fulfillment 
of al! my dreams, would be leaving with 
them, never to return. 

I did not appear for breakfast or luncheon 
next day. I sent word to my father that I 
had a bad headache. Still, I managed to 
drag myself wearily out to the ball grounds 
and watch the game, the last game the 
Trojans of that year were to play in Lissom 
Springs. 

It was like attending the funeral of some- 
one beloved, I thought, as I made my way 
slowly to the diamond, and found a seat in 
the makeshift grandstand. 

There was George Blaine, his shambling 
gait gone, his body alive with eagerness, 
warming up. It was obvious that Bill 
Mullins was following his plan, and that 
this was to be the last test of the young 
giant’s possible greatness as a pitcher. I 
wanted to go out and say something to 
him. If only I had the power to encourage 
him, to tell him that he would make good, 
to put confidence into him, but that power, 
if ever I had it, had vanished in misunder- 
standing. He would only laugh at me, in 
that new hardness of his, and pay no heed. 


O I settled back, in misery masked by 

a fixed smile, to watch the game. 

George Blaine was pitching for the 
rookies; and big Fred Wayne, the greatest 
pitcher in the world, had rounded out his 
conditioning work sufficiently to start the 
game in the box for the regulars. Certainly, 
the Trojans’s manager was making George’s 
final test as difficult as it might possibly be. 

Three innings passed in drab monotony 
before I realized that here was something 
unusual in training camp games—neither side 
had scored. George Blaine’s pitching was 
showing signs of that greatness which Artie 
Schwartz had said was in him, if only 
it could be brought out. Big Fred Wayne, 
of course, was performing with the sure- 
ness and easiness which had made him 
famous. 
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| other commented. “An 


Two of the recruits were standing near 


where I sat, idly watching the proceedings. 
They were already condemned to further 
seasoning in the minor leagues, and the pro- 
ceedings had for them only an academic 
interest. 

“That big boy Blaine sure is burning them 
in there today,” said one. 

“Boy, he is bearing down, ain’t he?” the 
d do you notice he 
is dusting them off, when they need it. 
Never seen him do that before. He used 
to just let you crowd that old dish right 


| out of the yard for all he cared.” 


' them off” 


Perhaps I should explain that “dusting 
is a baseball player’s expression 


| for pitching the ball right at the batter when 
| he edges out of the legal space allotted to 
him at the plate and tries to rattle the 


pitcher by thrusting part of his body over 
the corner of the plate itself. 

It is a dangerous thing to do, but it is 
necessary sometimes, because if a batter gets 
the idea that he can crowd the plate with 
impunity, he will do it every time. And 
then he has a great advantage over his 
foeman out in the mound. 

The game went on, growing in excite- 
ment, although it developed into a straight 
pitching duel. The batters were helpless 
before the skill of the opposing boxmen 

“Mullins is going to call the game in the 


seventh inning, regardless, so the regulars 
can change and pick up what they left at 
| the hotel and get ready in time for the 


Introduce our | 
big line by giving a Carving Set | 


6.18,” observed one of the rookies near me. 

“Looks like he’s going to call a tie game 
then,” chimed in the other. “Way that 
big Blaine boy is going, the regulars ain't 
going to score on him.” 

The seventh inning rolled around and the 
rookies, first to bat, were snuffed out by 
Fred Wayne as easily as a man switches off 
an electric light. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the umpire an- 
nounced. “The game will be called at the 
conclusion of the regulars’ turn at bat, in 
order to allow the team to catch the evening 
train out. Manager Mullins wishes me to 
express publicly his thanks to the good 
people of Lissom Springs for the cordial 
welcome they have given the Trojans in 
their Spring training camp home.” 

There were cheers for this, but I was 
too anxious for George Blaine’s final trial 
to help swell their volume. I was sure, 
now, that nothing but an utter failure in 
this last inning could keep him from going 
North with the regulars. And, although his 
going would mean that he vanished from 
my life, I prayed that he would come 
through his greatest test in good style. 

It seemed as though my prayer was to 
be answered. The first two batters for the 
regulars was thrown out easily at first base, 
on puny grounders. 


HEN one of those fits of unsteaciness 

which makes the difference between a 
good team and a great one seized on the 
rookies. 

“Beau” Kelly, out in center field, dropped 
a fly, and Bob Ruch was resting easily on 
second base when he recovered it. Tom 
Dartley followed, hitting an easy grounder 
to the third baseman but he bobbed the 
chance, and the runner was safe at first. 

George Blaine looked about him. For 
the first time that afternoon his eyes roamed 
the grandstand. They seemed to be search- 
ing for mine, for when they encountered 
my glance, a strange solemn smile settled 
on the big boy’s face. 

His pitching motion was as smooth as 
but now the ball went wide of the 


ever, 
plate. Once, twice, thrice—the umpire 
waved his arm at the fourth pitch and 
Eddie Phillips walked to first. The bases 


were full; and striding to the plate was 
Bradley Lord, the man who had led the 
league in batting for three straight seasons. 
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One of the greatest hitters the game had 
ever known; and the man, moreover, whom 
— Blaine believed was his successful 
rival. 

It seemed too much to ask, that George 
Blaine would survive this crisis, but I held 
anxiously to my hope. 

That cocky confidence which the true big 
leaguer always shows was marked in every 
move Bradley Lord made. He swung three 
bats, cast two away with an insolent gesture, 
and then stepped into the batter’s box, his 
jaw set grimly. His body leaned forward. 
He was using every bit of trickery the ex- 
perienced player knows, crowding the plate 
almost out of the yard. 

George Blaine again looked in my direc- 
tion, and as he did he smiled tauntingly at 
me once more. 

His arm went back, his left foot raised 
slowly, his body coiled itself in gathering 
power. Then the ball sped away, like the 
flash of white lightning in the skies. I saw 
Bradley Lord, suddenly stirred into amaz- 
ingly fast action, drop to the ground to 
dodge the ball which bored right through 
the space where he had been standing the 
smallest fraction of a second before. 

He rose from the ground, slowly, brushed 
the dust off his uniform (this is where the 


“dusting off” phrase comes from) and re- 
sumed his position, again crowding the 
plate. Bradley Lord was not the man to 


be frightened out of his advantage by any 
such procedure. 


GAIN the ball streaked for the plate: 

again Bradley Lord dropped to earth 
in time; he rose, and again crowded the 
plate. 

A third time it happened, but this time 
the batter was a little more respectful of 
the pitcher's rights. 

“Three balls!” said the umpire. 

“Looks like Easy Blaine’s going to force 
in the winning run,” observed one of the 
loquacious rookies. “He's wasted one too 
many on that bird.” 

Once more George Blaine went through 
his wind-up, the three regulars on the base 
lines scampering up and down in an effort 
to rattle him as he pitched. I held my 
breath as the ball started right at Bradley 
Lord, and watched it swerve with the sud- 
denness of a darting snake, to cut across 
the outside corner of the plate. 

“Strike one!” the umpire shouted. 

Once more the ball started towards the 
batter, but this time Bradley Lord was set 
for it. Disregarding the baseball axiom 
that a batter should let two strikes go by 
when he has worked the pitcher for three 
balls, he swung. His bat just touched the 
white flash, and deflected it slightly. 

“Strike two!” 

Two strikes and three balls. 
moment of every baseball game. Three 
runners on the bases. The score tied; the 
last inning. And the greatest hitter in all 
baseball grinning confidently at the rookie 
pitcher, his waving bat seeming to dare 
him to pitch a ball within reach. 

George Blaine paused, dramatically, at this 
moment. Once again he sought my glance 
with his own. And then, strangely, he 
touched the fingers of his pitching hand to 
his lips and waved them at me. He was 
throwing me a kiss, in derision, I thought, 
but I did not care if only he would come 
through this crucial moment creditably. 

He examined the stitches on the ball with 
maddening deliberation, and then wound 
up. 

I have seen speed; watched pitchers so 
fast that, as the players colorfully said, 
“there was smoke on the ball when it went 
past,” but never had I seen so much speed 
as George Blaine unleashed then. 

The ball seemed as small as a pea as it 
whistled to the plate. Startled, Bradley 
Lord swung his bat, but he was too late. 


The crucial 
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The catcher was already staggering from the 
impact of the ball in his glove as the bat 
came forward; a sound like a rifle shot ex- 
ploded in the excited hush; the umpire’s 
arm jerked backwards in the signal for a/| 
strike. 
Bradley Lord had struck out; struck out | 
on a fast ball. And they had a saying in | 
the big leagues, “Lord gets fat on speed. 
He eats it.” | 

A glow of exultation flushed through me, 
and my lashes were wet with the sudden 
welling of faint tears of pride. I was glad, 
so glad, for George Blaine’s sake. He had 
made good. 


HILE the cheers were still rousing the 
Texas air, I turned and walked quickly 
away from the scene of the shortened game. 


BEA MAGICIAN! 


I wanted to be alone, so I rushed back to 
the hotel and hurried to my room. I could 
not bear the thought of watching the team 
|depart. It would be too much now. It al- 
ways had been a sad moment, standing on 
the single wooden platform which served | 
Lissom Springs as a railroad station, and 
watching the train fade into the sunset. | 
That was bad enough when friends were 
|leaving. But when the one man I had 
found to stir my heart was going too, going | 
off to the luxuries, and the charming ladies, 
jand the great beauties of huge cities, I 
her not be able to stand it. 

I flung myself into my room and buried | 
|my head deep in my pillows. 

I do not know how long I lay there, 
face downward on the bed. On the porch 
below I heard the sounds of departure, 
| the clatter of trunks being wheeled away to 
the truck for delivery at the station, the 
calls for this, and that, the hurried good- 
bys and promises of reunions next spring. 

Next spring, I thought, bitterly; what 
/can next Spring ever mean to me now? 

Suddenly, I felt a 9 on my shoulder. 

“What is it, Dad?” I asked, springing up. 

But it wasn’t my father; it was George 
Blaine with that new, inscrutable smile on 
his face. 

“I spoke to your dad, reckon it’s all right 
with him,’ said George, softly, “so you 
better hurry and pack a bag, if you’re going 
to catch the 6.18. 
and send the rest of your stuff along.” 


“Along where?” I asked, stupidly. 
“New York 
“But 


“Mrs. Wayne’s going to have you in her 
drawing room until we hit Dallas,” George 
went on, calmly. “We're going to fix a 
wedding up there.” 

I was too startled and too thrilled to 
speak. This sudden over-turning of events, 
this converting of despair into the realiza- 
tion of my fondest hopes, was too much. 

“Bradley Lord came around to see me 
after the game and told me you refused 
him. He wished me luck,” 
went on. 
you tonight, on account of expecting to 
leave with the rookies in the morning, but 
Mullins told me to hurry and come along 
with the regulars.” He paused a minute. 
“T sure got even with Bradley Lord, though, 
dusting him off that way.” 

“You big goose,” I said, half-sobbing, 
half-laughing. 

His arms reached out and gathered me 
to him. And, oh, the dreams I dreamed as 
he kissed me, dreams of his greatness to 
come. I was going to New York at last, 
as the wife of a real big league pitcher. 


RE you a cynic or an optimist? Do 
you believe that your ultimate happi- 


matter of luck? Read my story “Lottery 
of Love” coming soon in SMart Set and 
then see what you think about it. 
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. They’ll pack your trunk | 


George Blaine | 
“IT thought I’d have time to tell | 
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i Love Double-Crossed Me 


[Continued from page 55] 


happened that a big car rolled up to my 
father’s house and Senator X stepped 
out. 

| I was thin and pale, and my heart was 
|full of grief over Tom’s death. But Sena- 
tor X did not show his hand imme- 
diately. He told my father he was a mem- 
ber of the same religious denomination and 
often stopped in at various cities to chat 
with its ministers. 

He came again and again, and then at 
last he tried to make love to me. When I 
indignantly repulsed him, he laughed. He 
asked me if I wanted my parents to know 
the truth of my relations with Tom Marley. 


ROM that hour on I had no rest. My 

secret in Senator X ’s hands was 
like a whip. My father, with his simple 
knowledge of men, was by this time com- 
pletely won over to the Senator, whom he 
called a truly religious man and a light in 
politics. When the Senator suggested in the 
presence of my family that I come to work 
for him as a secretary, my father urged me 
to seize the opportunity. 

I cannot tell you how I suffered. Some- 
times I used to pray, and feel that God 
was punishing me for my wickedness, but at 
others I felt that though I had done wrong, 
and that I did not deserve what was hap- 
pening to me now. 

Sometimes I thought of telling my people 
everything. But when I really faced doing 
it, I knew I’d rather die first. 

Then at last in my desperation I tried to 
defy the Senator. I remember that eve- 
ning. I remember his cold voice as he 
called to my father and asked him to step 


into the room. I heard him begin telling 
the story I had confided to him. I cried 
out something, interrupted him so wildly, 


that my father stared. 

It seemed to me afterwards that it was 
not I, but some one else with my voice, 
who had promised to be Senator X ’s 
“secretary” 

Then I gave up. 
This was just something 
through with. I grew listless. 
resist any more. 


I felt reckless and bitter. 
I'd have to go 
I didn’t 


WO weeks later I left for Washington. 

My mother must have thought the de- 
spair in my face was only sorrew at leaving 
my home for the first time. 

“Good luck to you, Helen,” my father 
said. “Now mind, if you need any help or 
advice, speak to the Senator. I know you 
can rely on him utterly.” 

I bit my lips to. keep back a cry. Then 
the train moved from the platform, and 
a new life, which proved to be a sorry sort 
of life, for me, had begun. 

It is difficult to tell the years that fol- 
lowed. I had thought after a few months 
Senator X would be through with me, 
but there was a strange quality in his 
character. I think he did not tire of me 
because he knew that I hated him. 

Once or twice I had hysterically begged 
him to let me go. 

“You'll have to fall in love with me to 
make me do that,” he would sneer. Then 
he would take me by the shoulders and 
kiss me, even while I shrank from his 
touch. 

And now he had not merely my poor, 
broken love-affair with Tom Marley to 
threaten me with, he had his own mastery 
of me to add to it. Sometimes, just to 
torture me, he would pretend that he was 
going to write my parents the whole truth. 

I thought no man had ever lived with 


a more evil heart. Perhaps I was right. 
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I went home often. Sometimes months 
would go by and I would not hear from 
Senator X Then all at once, a curt 
letter would come, commanding me to meet 
him somewhere. And I would go. I could 
not destroy the simple faith and joy of my 
father and mother in what they believed 
was my success. I was a slave indeed. 

The one thing I longed for most, in all 
the world, was escape. You can imagine 
how I felt when at last I saw the chance to 
free myself from a man I hated. 

It was at the end of summer. That fall 
Senator X was to begin a big cam- 
paign to retain his political power, and I 
knew the contest would be a close one. He 
had been particularly irritable and nervous 
for months. 

Like many men of immense wealth he 
had a number of homes in different places. 
Among these was a small lodge in the 
Adirondack mountains. He ordered me to 
go there and told me he would join me as 
soon as he could. It might be in a few 
days, or it might be weeks. 

I knew that lodge. It stood three miles 
from the trail near a beautiful lake. At 
the far end of the lake was a hotel where 
supplies and provisions could be obtained. 

The lodge itself stood in a clearing, sur- 
rounded by pines and ironwood trees. On 
the outside it looked like a pleasant little 
log-cabin. Inside it was furnished luxur- 
iously with every convenience. Only a very 
wealthy man could have fitted it out like 
that. 


LIVED in that lonely, beautiful place, 

and hated everything in it. A colored 
woman cooked for me and took care of 
things, but even she had been engaged by 
the Senator. I felt that I had reached the 
end of my endurance. 

And then the letters came! They had 
been written and mailed over the same 
week- end, three little notes, in Senator 
xX ’s own sprawling hand. 
weren't the curt business-like let- 
ters a man writes to a secretary. They 
were the reckless, intimate outpourings of a 
man who has drunk too much to know 
what he is doing. 

He had been staying with a big promoter 
and apparently the week-end had _ been 
hectic. He must have reached the point 
where he felt he had to tell someone, and 
he had sat down and written to me. 

I think he must have imagined that he 
was absolutely safe. But he had plainly 
been too drunk to be cautious or clever. 
What he had probably thought was only a 
hint had come out as a bold statement. In 
half a dozen words I had the secret of a 
bribe he had accepted from a big corpora- 
tion. In another chaotic paragraph I had 
the truth about a national political scandal. 


They 


S IF mastered by one impulse he had 

poured out in those few pages every in- 
famous and fraudulent act of his political 
career. It would be a slow-witted judge or 
jury that would not convict the man who 
had written those letters. They meant dis- 
grace, impeachment, even jail. And _ this 
to a man, now running for office in the 
most difficult campaign of his life. 

I did not realize the power that had been 
given into my hands, not immediately at 
any rate. It was almost a week before I 
realized what those letters meant to me. 
Then while I wondered at my stupidity in 
not seeing it sooner, the truth flashed upon 
me. They meant escape; they meant liberty 
at last. I could tell Senator X I 
was done with him forever, and he would 
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not dare to inform my people. I had a! 
weapon with which to defend myself. I 
had secrets of his that were more dangerous | 
my secret! 

Of course I should have returned to the 
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ments. Pay mailman 9c each plusafew | knew that the battle had only begun. rare as the perfumes. Send _us 
7 not delighte wit you All th i . your order with $1.00, bill or M. 
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STANDARD ART STU shadow me. I would have to face gang- | } ne Se Sa 

sters, crooked police, and lawyers who did | Rew Tok 
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Blades to Buy! 


KE N, velvety shaves forever and no more blades to 
ay! That's what the amazing invention of a St 
Louis un offers you today! 
KR Iss KROSS—the super-stropper is really a 
le-re Prolongs life of any blade for 


take! It's simply ast nishing! 
Now to introduce KR ISS-K ROSS stropper—the in- 
ve j rising new kind of razor ab- 
1 one. Instantly ad- 
be ard resistance 


i l I ing inventions and free 
mystery izor offer at once Never sold in stores.) 
Gift is li ted, so don’t delay! No obligation. Send 


AGEN TS: $150 Week and Up 


as KR ISS-KRO SS represe 


log x ude over $200 in seven days H. Kin 
urs Generous co nmissions Wonder 
spa time or full tine Nearly every man buys 
on sight Get de tails quic Check bottom of coupon 
anc all 
RHODES MFG. CO. 
+ j418 Pendleton Av., St. Louis, Mo, 
Rhodes Mfg. ( 
B-S01, 1418 Pendleton Av..§ _ouia, Mo 1 
1 Withe igation send me details of new invention—KRISS- ! | 
g KROSS ste »pper—and offer of FREE mystery r | 
i Ad 
Re tatives and agents check this square. | 


THICK LIPS ‘MADE THIN! 


thick, protruding lips? Use “Cloree™ | 

have thin, adorable “Cloree” 
n amazing discovery for ucing 
naturally thick lips. A snow iio. soothing 
creme; guaranteed harmless, painless 


Sener, WOW ONLY $1.97 


Act at once. Only 1ooo $¢ jars at this cut 
price to introduce. Order today, use and watch 
sults. Send thoney order for $1.97, or two dol- 


ars in re gistered letter 
MLLE. ss W. 424 St. New York 


hat un 
Ask 


re 
Money-back guarantee. or 


AERO- SYSTEMS Inc., 135 
19 SOUTH WELLS STREET, CAGO, ILL. 
==—==MAIL COUPON NOW-=---4 
AERO-SYSTEMS, Inc., Dept. 135 
1 te South Wells Street, Chicago, Illinois. 
Please send me full particulars of your amazing 
low-priced complete Radio Course 


4ddresa 


his bidding My flight would only confirm 
h ancl letter ki he 
back n? hand na wee ld bted if 
| did not even dare rust them 
to the mail I telt that I must hide them 
here and at ones But where 
Not in the house certainly And not in 
the woods where they might be destroved 
by rain, or small animal I had taken 


them from the desk, and while I still won 
dered, I continued to carry them about with 


me, night and day, torn by anxiety How 
I longed for someone to help me! I felt 
weak and frightened, instead of triumphant 
now 


Then one day after I had gone up the 
lake in a canoe, I returned to find that 
what I feared most had begun. The colored 
woman had gone to the hotel for supplies. 
During our absence the lodge had been 
given a swift, hurried search 

That evening I thought I caught sight of 
a man called Williams in a boat on the 
lake He was a sort of bodyguard of 
Senator X————’s, a silent henchman, who 
obeyed his orders, no matter what they 
were. I had seen him often, and I knew 
what to expect from him. I felt more 
frightened than ever. Bitterly I wished I 
had taken the letters away the moment I 
had received them. To have freedom almost 
within my grasp at last, and to be in 
hourly dread of losing it! 

I felt that they would not hesitate to 
hold me up like thugs. Yet the house itself 
had scarcely been searched thoroughly. 

The next afternoon my nerves were so 
on edge that I went out to take a walk in 
the woods in the hope of getting rid of 
my restlessness. As I walked, it seemed to 
me that the forest was full of peering eyes, 
or that I was being stealthily followed. 

I took an opposite direction from the 
lake. I wanted to avoid -the big hotel 
where Senator X— ~ sat waiting, watch- 
ing, with a kind of sinister patience. 

I had gone almost a mile before I came 
upon Stony Creek. I was climbing up the 
boulders overlooking one of the pools, when 
a warning, “Shhh!” halted me 

A fisherman was just trying for a cast. 
I stood silent while he whipped the fly. His 
eyes glanced towards me with a friendly, 
amused smile, as if laughing at his own 
serjousness 

He was under thirty, I judged, with a 
lean, brown face. I thought he was homely, 
but with an expression in his eyes and about 
his mouth that was awfully likable. 

Not making a sound, I waited. All at 
once his line sang out and his fly-rod bent. 
He spun the reel around, frowning hard. 
A minute of vigorous fight, and then a big 
trout came out of the water. 


EANING forward, I somehow lost my 
balance. I wavered for an instant. Then 
there was a sudden clatter as the fly-rod 
fell to the rocks. The fisherman leaped to- 
wards me, and caught my arm. He dragged 
me back to safety. He had saved me from 


| what might easily have been a dangerous 


fall. 
I looked at the fly-rod, where it lay on 


| the rocks. The line floated idly im the 
| current of the stream now. 


“You've lost your fish,” I said. 

“So I have,” he admitted. Then without 
knowing why, we both laughed. “Oh well,” 
he said at last, “I’ve caught enough for to- 
day.” 

I started walking back towards the lodge, 
and in the easiest way in the world, he fell 
in at my side. His creel was over his 
shoulder, and with the rod, separated into 
joints, he parted the bushes for me now 
and then. 

When a man shows he likes you, it’s al- 
ways flattering. I don’t know why it was 
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that this time I felt something more than 


that I kent king at his trving to de 
ule whether the va homely ifter ill 
Perhaps | va But the ume, I told 
mvyeelf. if | wer n. that would be the 

Almost t it, we were m 
the clearin where tl wa ituated 

He blinked at You live here?” he 
isked 

I nodded Won't vou come in for a 


moment? I don't often have the luxury 

a visitor.” 

When we got inside, I called to the 
cook, but there was no answer Then I 
noticed that the position of a chair had 
been changed Next that the drawers of 
the Winthrop desk were opened and the 
papers scattered about in every direction. 
The house had been searched again! No- 
ticing my look, the fisherman gave a little 
whistle. 

“What is it?” he asked 

“T don’t know,” I lied. 

“But— things look upset. 
startled.” 

“Someone's been here,” I said. 


You looked 


E WHISTLED again. “Oh! Burglars! 
See here, I'll phone to the hotel right 
now for you.” 

“But why?” I asked. 

“Don’t you want me to notify the 
police ?” 

“No, it wouldn’t be any use, that is, it 
doesn’t matter,” I stammered 

He looked at me with his puzzled, frown- 
ing glance. After a pause, he said: 

“Does anyone else stay here? Your hus- 
band or—” 

“I’m not married,” I answered. “And 
I’m all alone.” 

He gave me a long steady stare. 

“Aren’t you afraid?” he asked. “Afraid 
to be alone—after something like this has 
happened ?” 

“Ves,” I admitted. 

He smiled broadly. 
said. 

“What ?” I asked. 

“Well, I don’t know what it’s all about,” 
he answered, “but I’ve been camping down 
in the hollow. I’ve got a pup tent and 
some grub. I'll bring my things up here 
on your land back of the house this after- 
noon, before it’s dark. You need some- 
body to look out for you, and I guess it’s 
me!” 

I felt so grateful then that I foolishly 
wanted to cry. I didn’t know how to 
thank him. I wanted to tell him every- 
thing, and I couldn’t. That made me feel 
miserable, too. 

The next moment he had turned towards 
the door. “I'll have to be getting along if 
I’m going to shift my duffle up this way,” 
he said. He held out his hand. “By the 
way, my name’s Garth O'Malley.” 

When he had gone, I sat down and be- 
gan to think. I don’t know about what, 
only I felt dreamy and sad and happy all 
at once. And I kept hearing what he had 
said and the tones of his voice all over 
again. 

Falling in love at first sight is the only 
way you ever really fall in love, I think, 
only you don’t know you have until after. 
wards. It was a week before I realized 
what Garth O'Malley meant to me, before 
I knew I'd almost die for him because I 
cared so much. 

That first evening I’d seen the light of 
his camp fire on the edge of the clearing 
and felt warm and comforted somehow, 
just knowing he was there. 

The next morning I sent the colored 
maid down to the man in the tent with 
some jellies that I’d put up a month be- 
fore, when time had been hanging on my 
hands. Later in the day Garth O’Malley 
came up himself. 

He didn’t talk about the apparent bur- 


“That settles it,” he 


a 
~ Learn in WEEKS 
4 10 t 
er 
| iF YOU ARE NOT 
| YOU COMPLETE 
| THE COURSE 


glary of the day before, It was as Wf he 
realizved I didn't want to talk about it 
myself, but eprawling in the biggest chair, 
with a pipe in hie hand, he talked of nearty 
everything else 

1 didn't have much to say | just wanted 
to look at him I wenn how | had 
ever thought he wa homely He seemed 
o frank and good-nat ~ and so differ 
ent from other men He told me bits of 
his lite, how he had run off to sea when 
he was a boy imi been stranded for a 
time in India. He had had scraps of ad 
ventures’ in all sorts of places 

You see I've had a good time he 
aid, smiling and that’s all I've got to 
show for it. I suppose I'm what is called 
failure.’ 

I don't think so at all,” I told him 
earnestly, and he laughed at that 

He went on to explain to me that his 
uncle had died and left him a small fruit 
farm in California. It wouldn't bring much 
money, but he was planning to sell it. 
Then he'd find out what to do afterwards. 

“And you wouldn't want to settle down 
on it and run it yourself?” I asked 

“It would be too lonely,” he said. He 
looked at me, and suddenly I reddened, 
and my heart beat faster. Then the thought 
of all that was past came up before me, 
and I felt sick and ashamed. 

But it was that very afternoon before he 
left that I found the solution to my present 
difficulty. 

He was wearing a Norfolk jacket, and 
it had been torn under one shoulder. I 
offered to sew it up for him. 

“I wish you would,” he said. 
pens to be the only coat I own!” 

He took it off and I went over to one 
of the windows. He was looking at the 
fire, smoking silently. I had a sudden in- 
spiration. I took out the letters I carried 
with me night and day, and slipped them 
into the tear. Then I sewed them up 


“It hap- 


inside! I’d found a hiding place I could 
trust at last. That night I slept almost 
peacefully. 


Yet it seemed almost an unnecessary pre- 
caution. Though I found from inquiries I 
made to the colored girl, after her trips to 
the hotel for supplies, that Senator X 
was still there, there were no further at- 
tempts to search the house. 

The week glided along—that happy, happy 
week when one is really in love and scarcely 
knows it yet. Every day Garth O'Malley 
came up, and sometimes we tramped 
through the woods together or went fish- 
ing. When he wasn’t with me, the minutes 
crawled, and when he was, the hours flew. 


UT all the time I felt miserable, too. I 

used to twist my hands together some- 
times, thinking what life had made of me, 
and wishing helplessly I were a girl without 
any bitter wisdom, and that the past had 
been different. 

But I couldn’t lie to Garth O'Malley. 
All those last days the truth kept trembling 
on my lips, and then one day, with a white 
face, I blurted it out. I told him what I 
was to Senator X 

We had been sitting before the fire. He 
had seemed unusually tender and gentle 
with me. I knew somehow he cared, too. 
But we couldn't go on. He'd have to know 
sooner or later. I couldn't be cynical with 
him and hide things. Somehow just know- 
ing him made me want to be honest always. 
That isn’t so easy. 

After I had told him, he didn’t say any- 
thing for a moment. He scarcely moved. 
Then he said slowly: 

“T thought so. I heard X—— was down 
at the hotel and I happen to know his repu- 
tation. That day I met you and we found 
the house had been searched, I thought it 
strange you didn’t want to call in the 
police. Then I put things together, and— 


well, it struck me what the mystery pointed | 


to. One of X *’ women 

He spat the words out with a sudden 
vindictiveness 

You'd better go said as steadily as 
ould now that I've told vou 

He looked at me for a moment belor 
he answered Go? Why do you think I 
diin't go before? 

\ litth sob broke through my voice 
Then—then you don't hate me I faltered 

| hate him!” he answered ewiltly Why 
the moment I saw you, I knew you weren't 
really that sort of woman. I knew it wasn't 
actually your fault. I believe in you, you 
see 


HEN, though I'd never been silly or 
weak, I couldn't help it—I burst out 
crying. Suddenly Garth swept me into his 


arms, and I put my head on his shoulder 
and felt his kisses on my wet cheek. And 
after a little, Iedid tell him how it had all 
happened 

Garth O'Malley heard me through to the 
end. His voice was low and quiet. 

“I guessed it was something like that,” 
he said. “I don’t make mistakes about 
people often, and I knew I couldn't be 
mistaken about you. Well, Helen, if you 
think you can stand that fruit farm with 
me, we'll go out just as soon as you say 
the word.” 

“You'll really forgive me?” I asked, my 
voice shaking in spite of myself. 

“It wasn’t your fault,” he said. ‘“Be- 
sides, I've not been altogether a plaster 
saint myself, you know. I’ve done some 
things I'd like to forget. There’s only one 
thing I haven’t done.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“Not broken my word.” 

I was to remember that later on. 

Sometimes happiness is too deep to put 
into words. I think perhaps that hour in 
the lonely lodge was the. most beautiful 
hour of my life. I had suffered and been 
wretched, so that joy was all the more 
wonderful to me. I had told Garth the 
truth, and yet he loved me. I was to have 
a chance for happiness at last. The whole 
future seemed golden and dazzling. I felt 
that I must be dreaming, that life couldn’t 
be so good to anyone. When I looked at 
Garth’s lean, brown face and clever eyes, I 
thanked God for knowing him and for the 
chance to love him. That he loved me was 
a miracle I had not dared to long for. 

We made plans, the way people do who 
are in love. He seemed in a tearing hurry 
now to get away. Today, this very after- 
noon, he’d pack, and we'd go down the 
lake and get a car to take us to the junction. 
We'd be married this evening if we could 
find someone in the junction town. Then 
we'd go to my parents and after that, shoot 
on for the West. 

“But Ill have to pack right away,” I 
said. “We haven’t a second to lose.” 

“Pack?” He made an intolerant gesture. 
“You're not going to pack anything. I don’t 
want you to touch anything here—any- 
thing he’s given you. When we get to the 
city, I'll buy you some new clothes and you 
can burn the things you have on.” 

I liked his saying that, because I knew 
that he loved me. 

“IT won't take anything then, except the 
letters he wrote me.” 

“Why take those?” he asked angrily. 

“Because I've got to. You don’t know 
how powerful he is. He could do us harm 
almost anywhere. And now it would be 
even worse, because he could hurt you, 
too.” 

He growled out that he could take care 
of himself. He was so like a small boy that 
I wanted to laugh and push my fingers 
through his hair. But when I told him 
where the letters were hidden he looked 
startled. 
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“My Cloi.res Don’t 
Look Home-Made 
Any More” 


“I’ve been sewing for years,” 

Mrs. Mary C. Adams, “but | crn 
now that I never really knew bh tt 
make a dress until the Woman’ 


| tute showed me the correct’ wa 


| out all about the Woman’s 


| is bringing to women and girls 


easy way to design, cut, fit and {ini 
“T learned just the things I 

to know to overcome that troublesor 

home-made look and put real style int 

all my clothes. I can make them a 

and chic as any fashionable modiste be- 

cause I make them the same way " 


Send for Handsome Free Boo: 


It costs you nothing to find 


Institute and what it can do 
for you. Just send the con- 
venient coupon or a letter or 
post-card to the Woman’s In- 
stitute, Dept. 6-S, Scrariton, 
Penna., ont you will receive, 
without obligation, the full 
story of this great school that 
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all over the world the happi- 
ness of having dainty, becom- 
ing clothes and the joy of 
earning money besides. 
WOMAN'S INSTITUTE, Dept. 6-S, Scranton, Pa. 
Without cost or obligation, please Send me a copy 
of your handsome 32-page booklet, “‘“Making Beau- 
tiful Clothes,’ and tell me how I can learn the sub- 


ject which I have marked below— 
Home Dressmaking 
Professional Dressmaking 


Millis ery 
Cooking 
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Name | 
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Has No Gas Now! 


Once a woman of her age had to be careful. 
Today, she eats anything she wants! A Stuart 
tablet —and after-eating distress vanishes. 

Chew a Stuart tablet after the heartiest meal, 
and you, too, can smile at indigestion. Stops 
all gas and belching. Ends sour risings, belch- 
ine. A sweet stomach for twenty-five cents. 


Full Box FREE! 


druggist has Stuart's tablets, 25c and 

a full box free if you write the F. A 
o., Dept. 627, Marshall, Mich. Get 
box of Stuart's for the pocket—and 
lied! Hearty eaters—hard smokers— 
rs—find Stuart's a boon and blessing. 


>"UARTS 


PEPSIA TABLETS 


FREE 


Send af my FREE advi ce 
te y ’ a few days toelimi- 
*t coarse pores, black- 

impies, freckles, 
. oki n ‘ollineas and other 
7 | complexion blemishes Also gives 

. expert advice on how to make hair 

: beautiful, and how to develo 
reduce. Results guaranteed. Send 
for the booklet TODAY. Send no 
money. 


Young Lucille Chicago J 


Your | Picture 

Beautifully Colored 
$ 1 


Send us your favorite 
snapshot or negative (any 
size) and we will send this 
compact with 

yur picture on it 
beautifully color- 
ed. Original pic- 
ture returned 
safely. Pay mail 
man when de- 
lirered 


Dept. SS-5, New York 


- 


D'Oro Co., Box 90, Varick Sta., 


Be admired for your slim, greceful limbs 


REDUX ANKLE REDUCERS 


quickly perfect the shape of both ankle and 
ealf by a new scientific, comfortable and sani- 
tary method—amazingly simple—just slip 
them on like a sock and note instant re- 


sults Nothing else to do May be worn 

day or night and under sheer stockings 

without showing. Relieves Varicose veins 

and swollen ankles promptly 

Ankles Look Slim while becoming Slim 
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 

Write for free booklet 
Send size of ankle and largest part 


of calf with money order for $3.49 
or pay postman 1po ym delivery of 
anklets plain wrapper 


REDUX MFG. CO.., Dept. 1608-E, 
303 Fifth Ave., New York 


| You can go out 


light 


| done ? 


He picked up a pair of scissors and got 
them out of his coat quickly enough. “If I 
have to take them, I'll take them in my 
pocket,” he said. “And now get a hat and 
a coat and whatever else you need, and 
come on down with me while I get my own 
things together. You can ship your maid 
off to the city, I suppose ?” 

I nodded and went upstairs. I wasn’t 
gone long. Perhaps I was too excited and 
too happy to know what I was doing. But 
as I came down in the moccasins I’d been 
wearing, I saw that Garth was at the wall- 
phone which connected the lodge with the 
hotel. At the first words I heard him say, 
a kind of rigidness went through my nerves. 

“Is this you, Senator X ?” he said in 
a soft voice. “Well, this is O’Malley. 
Agent O'Malley. I've got them. The letters, 


I mean. Oh, you're coming over to get 
them? Ill wait.” 
I don’t know how to describe what I 


felt, the wave of despair that engulfed me. 
Only I felt suddenly sick and beaten. I 
wished with every fiber of my being that 
I'd never been born. What had I done 
that I should meet with this, what had I 
Once death had robbed me of my 
lover and given me into the hands of a 
cowardly sensualist. And now, when at 
last I had dared to believe there might be 
some happiness for me, when I had dared 
to believe that one man was better than 
all other men, this must happen! A tide 
of terrible bitterness seemed to sweep over 
my heart, and in my utter anguish and 
bewilderment and dismay I stood there, un- 
able to speak, unable to do anything. 

In the horror of that instant of revelation 
went out of my brain, and for 


|the first time in my life I fainted. 


/Only at last I heard brisk, heavy 


When I opened my eyes, I saw Garth 
O'Malley bending over me with a glass of 
water in his hands. 


“Get away!” I said 

hoarsely. “Oh, how can you stay here 
now! Do you even enjoy seeing the hate 
in my eyes, the unutterable loathing I feel 
for you?” 

“Listen to me,” he began. “I tell you—” 

“Don’t talk!” I broke out, “I’m sick of 
lies and of men. Lies, that’s all I’ve had 
all my life.’ Weakness came over me, and 
I couldn't speak, but I met his eyes. His 
face looked grim. All at once he went 
over and took a chair by the fire. 

And I sat without moving, without think- 
ing. My dream was over, it had been too 
fine to last. But I dared not remember all 
I had dreamed, for fear I would go mad. 

How long we sat there I don’t know. 
footsteps 
outside. I scarcely needed to look up when 
Senator X , in hunting clothes and with 
a rifle under his arm, pushed open the door 
and stared at me with a triumphant grin. 

O'Malley had risen. He held out the 
letters that had been the price of my free- 
dom. I saw Senator X—— look them over 
for a moment before he tossed them into 
the fire. A flame licked them up, and they 
seemed to blacken and turn to ashes. 

Then X laughed. He turned back to 
O'Malley. 

“A good job,” he said approvingly. “I'd 
just come in from hunting when you 
‘phoned. Williams is coming along the trail. 
and meet him. I'll join 
you both in a few minutes.” 

O’Malley didn’t move. 


SHRANK back. 


“What are you waiting for?” the Senator 


snapped. 
“Because I’m going to stay here,” he said. 
gave him a quick, puzzled look. 
“What are you talking about?” he de- 
manded. 


“I'm not going,” O'Malley repeated. “But 
you are!” 
“What!” In spite of his anger, the Sena- 


tor’s voice was startled. 

Then O'Malley said: “I kept my word, 
which is a little habit of mine. I got your 
letters back. Now, we're through. I’m 
not working for you any longer, I’m out 
for myself. From now on, you'll keep your 
hands off this girl!” 


OMETHING choked in my throat, a sob 

of relief and joy that no words could ex- 
plain. It was back again—my chance for 
happiness! And back again, too, was the 
man I had believed in. I rose to my feet, 
crying out to Garth. 

But he did not hear me, for at the same 
instant, Senator X rushed for him. 
Garth stepped aside. He was smiling. He 
drove his fist home, and the Senator went 
reeling back against the wall. His face 
seemed purple with fury. The next instant 
he had raised his rifle and fired. I heard 
the bullet bury itself in the log walls. He 
lifted the gun to his shoulder once more. 

How I did it, I don’t know. But at 
the same moment, and before he could pull 
the trigger a second time, I had flung my- 
self upon him, struggling wildly. He tried 
to get free, but before he could shake me 
off, Garth had wrested the gun from his 
hands and flung it with a clatter into the 
corner. 

“Why I don’t kill you. X——, I don't 
know,” he said in a voice that was like ice. 
“But I’m going to talk to you if you’re not 
out of your head. I’ve been mixed up 
with your dirty work for three years. I 
know enough about you to get you sent 
up. If I told, I'd get mine, too, maybe. 
Well, I’ve turned over a new leaf. I'm 
through. But listen to me, if you don't 
do what [ savy, I'll tell what I know, no 
matter what happens to me. Perhaps you 
remember that I keep my word.” 

Then he turned and walked swiftly to 
the opposite corner. He picked up the 
rifle and contemptuously returned it. “Here's 
your gun,” he said. “If you try another 
shot at me, I won’t let you off this time. 
Another case where I'll keep my word! I 
happen to have a revolver in my pocket. 
Now get out!” 

I saw the: look in Senator X——’s eyes, 
the utter humiliation and rage and defeat. 
He made for the door almost blindly as if 
to escape reading the happiness in our faces. 

Then we were alone. And I heard Garth’s 
low voice, his voice that seemed to caress 
me with its tenderness. He was telling me 
how he had agreed to get the Senator’s 
letters back, thinking I was just. someone 
who was holding them for blackmail. But 
he had. realized his. mistake when he had 
met me, and then, the most wonderful thing 
of all had happened: he had fallen in love 
with me. 

What did it matter what he said, I told 
myself; for whatever he said, to me was 
close and whispered to me of the pleasant 
fruit farm in the West where we should 
presently go, to be happy together so long 
as each of us should live. 

a love-song. I listened dreamily, happily, 
while he touched my hair and held me 


Ly? a young and attractive woman, married to an elderly and wealthy 
man, always feel that she has missed something, even though she continues 


to admire and respect her husband? 


Was I a cheat when I stole an hour or 


two from my husband to give to youth and love—or was I a victim of June 


Madness? 


Have you ever had such an adventure as I shall tell you about in 


June Smart Set? 
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BIG BARGAIN PAGE! 


2 WONDERFUL VALUES. ORDER NOW AND SAVE MONEY. 4 
READ FREE OFFER AT BOTTOM OF THE PAGE. 


Play this ~ ~ 
Jazzy UKULELE! 


Beautiful professional in- 
strument, ve me 


instrument 


in the world and Song Book sent with 


ukulele. Pay postman 


Plus postage. 


THE LATEST CREATION 
“PEACOCK RING’’ 


Every girl should own a 
genuine full fashioned ori- 
ental peacock ring. Made 
of sterling silver, hand- 
somely engraved. 19 em- 
eralds and sapphires ar- 
rayed as feathers and ruby 
eyes in the head. Comes 
in attrac- 

tive ring $ 75 
box. A bar- 
gainat.... 

SEND NO MONEY—Pay post- 
man $2.75 plus postage when 
Peacock Ring is delwered. Satis- 
faction guaranteed. 


Mo. 722 


LADIES’ WATCH $6.45 


Beautiful Tonneau Shape at ow & price, as to be within 
easy h of the thriftiest oo te Exquisitely engraved 
case of rich platinum color. Guaranteed 6-jewel move- 
ment. Sapphire crown. Richly silvered jal. Hand- 
some, serviceable gros-grain silk ribbon. Neat gift box 
included free. Stores generally ask $10 and up. 


SPECIAL SALE PRICE $6.45 
Mo. 238 


Play this Jaz1y; 
BAnso UKULELE! 


Play all the latest song hits im- 
mediately — Become popular — 
Win friends. Wonderful pro- 
fessional instrument—Made 

of fine Mahogany-varnish 
wood. Pure tones. 


Complete 
instructions 
and a strum- 
ming pad FREE! 
with every Banjo 

ulele y to 


learn— very simple 
to play. 
SEND NO MONEY 


Pay postman $3.08 and 
when delivered. 
© more to pay. 


[Free 


Mo. G32 


Carry your cigarettes in this cute, 


compact case Made of imitation 
ivory, finished in an exquisite jade 
green Fits neatly in ladies’ hand 


bag. Looks like a vanity case. Keeps 
the cigarettes fresh and out of sight 
Girls of fashion and good taste all 
carry a “La Parisian’’ Cigarette 
Case 

Your friends will admire this 
dainty sophisticated novelty 

Slip $100 in envelope. Mailed 
postpaid. Makes a useful! gift 


No. 784 


This beautiful 


advertised on this page. 


FREE! 
e CHOICE 
Either Compact or Pearls free if you purchase any two or more items. 


““COMPACT’’ 


solutely FREE to 
chasing any two or more articles 


@ pretty painted top. Contains a cake 


French OPERA GLASSES 


Own a pair these wonderful 
French Tr Pes omphe Opera 
Glasses 8 Power Magnification 


Remarkable clear, sharp field of 
vision Glasses 5% inches when 
opened Weight 24 oz Helps 
make the theatre or sporting 
events more enjoyable 


SEND NO MONEY—Pay post- 
man $4.95 plus postage when 
glasses are delivered. 


FOR THEATRE AND ALL SPORTS 
No. 899 


““DE LUXE”’”’ PEARLS 


is imitation gold A gorgeous 24-inch string of 
ladies’ compact given @way ab pearls perfectly graduated, irides- 
everyone pur- cent with a beautiful imitation 


diamond, platinum finish, safety 


Compact has 
: eatch. Guaranteed not to crack 


of high grade face powder and powder or peel. A most unusual, attrac- 

puff. A very useful worth-while item. tive gift. Comes in special box. 
YOUR 

: Premium No. 1022 CHOICE Premium No. 756 


SEND NO MONE } SINCERE CO., 24 East 21st St.. Dept. M-26, New York City. 


5 Gentlemen: Kindly send me by return mail the following items: 
Just your name and address—State items you want by (CO No. 546 Ukulele, $2.98 CO No. 722 Peacock Ring, $2.75 
number. Pay postman on arrival plus postage. C) No. 238 Ladies’ Watch, $6.45 ©) No. 632 Banjo Uke, $3.98 
. O) No. 784 La Parisian Cigarette Case, $1.00 © No. 899 Field Glass, $4.95 
(Check off the items you want sent to you) 


r . I will pay postman the advertised price plus postage on arrival of 
merchandise. 


Catalog of Bargains. Write for Copy. washes 


24 East 21st St., Dept. M-26, New York City "(Remittance ‘must accompany all orders to be sent outside of U.S.) 
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POMPEIA 
Paint fragrance of 
ancient grandeur Fericne 
Odeur of 
Youth's 
Charm 
CFLORAMYE 
Subele fragrance 
of bidden gardens 


LINGING, intangible, fine as the 
mists of a woodland dawn are 
these world famous Poudres de 
Luxe of Piver. Created, odeured, and 
packed in France, they may be had 
in all standard shades as well as 
Basanée (Sun Tan)the new day shade. 


Each—one dollar the box 


LT PIVER 


FONDEE EN 1774 


PARIS 


TREFLE 
INCARNAT 
The yearning of 
unknown dreams 


Poupre 


€ |REFLEIncarnat 


<AZUREA 


Spirttuele aroma 
of life and love 


POUORE 


LT.PiveR 


PaRIS 


<4 L. T. PIVER, Inc L. T. PIVER, Led. i 
“« 118 E. 16th Street } 46 St. Alexander St. » 
: New York, N. Y. | Montreal, Canada > 
“4 I am sending 25c¢ for a ‘Get Acquainted” » 
4 Package of Fétiche Perfume, Sachet, and Face > 
i § Powder, in Basanée (Sun Tan) the new day- » 
¢ shade, and copy of “Three Centuries of Beauty » 
Secrets." (27C) » 
2 Name 
» 
4 Street » 
City State » 
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